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PREFACE. 

" Whoever thinks a fimltlest piece to see. 
Thinks what ne'er was« nor is, nor e'er shall he; 
In ey'ry woric regard the writer's end. 
Since none can compass more than they intend." 

Feeling that unfeigned delicacy in presenting to the 
public. Poems of this kind, which I think is alone known 
to those who saffer their productions to appear abroad, 
makes me even at this late crisis almost shrink from the 
task. Yet, from a large number of friends, of both 
sexes, whose talents more or less (aside from this) 
would render them competent judges, my confidence 
has been renewed, with expressions of sanguine hopes ; 
that as a favour to (hem, and many others, whose minds 
naturally flowed in a similar channel, they might in time 
appear in a form as here presented. 

The pnblie apphuise is not what I seek; 
The cold eritie'v censure I do not want: 
It is friendship's hailow'd, sacred feeling; 
Deny me not ! its price I'll surely pay. 

And that the youth may be stimulated to action, 
that they may be encouraged m spending their time 
and talents as with a wise reference to eternity, and its 
realities, is the ardent desire of him who styles himself 
a Stranger. 

As the foUowing are original and selected, I would 
stote, that it is beyond my power, in every instance, to 
produce original signatures ; for, like my own, they are 
often found with, and without, in different places. I 
hope those to whom I am indebted will not be displeas- 
ed to see their's in a work like this ; but receive it, as is 
intended, as a token of sincere respect; without ex- 
pecting or wishing to claim them as my own. The sig* 
natures with which they mfide their appearance are in- 
tended to be inserted opposite to their title, in the 
mdex. 



POBMS. 



DEDICATORY PIECE. 

" This book may it be 
An index to my life. Each page be pore; 
By vanity nucoloured, and by vice 
Unspotted. Cheerful be each modest leaf- 
Not rude ; and pious be each written page. 
Without hypocrisy be it devout. 
Without moroseness be it serious. 
If sportive, innocent.^ And if a tear 
Blots its white margin, let it drop for those . 
Whose wickedness needs pity more than hate. 
Spare! spare many leaves for charity. 
Such be my book, and such may it ever be.'' 

THE WISH. 

If to virtue these lines persuade, 
My pleasing toil is well repaid. 



SORROW. 

Long, long I^e felt thy scourge, oh, sorrow! 
By all the ills of life deprest; 
But hope dwells cheerful on that morrow, 
When I shall find substantial rest. 



RETIREMENT. 

Beneath some hoary mountain, 
ril lay me down to weepj 
Or near some warbling fountain, 
Bewail myself adeep. 

1* 
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Where ftather'd choin combining 
With gentle mnnnuring itretas* 
And winds in concert Joining, 
Raite sadly pleasing dreams. 

80UTUDE. 

Let iashions rotaries sedc to find 
Amusement in the crowded hall. 
Where wit and beauty are cembin'd, 
T* eniiren and to grace the ball. 

Where cheerful notes of melody^ 
From yiol, lute, and tamborine* 
inspire with pleasure, mirth, and glee> 
And add enchantment to the scene. 

Let thoughtless mortals still pursue 
The sports and follies of the day; 
Let belles, and beaus, and dandiei toe. 
Enjoy their cotillions, reels, and play; 

But I will seek for purer joys. 
Than worldly scenes of mirth afford; 
Their revels, tumult, pomp> and noise. 
With happiness but ill accord. 

With some dear firiend, some kindred sool^ 
From Ufo's gay scenes PU oft depart; 
And freed from etiquette's controul, 
Indulge the pleasures of the heart. 

I like to wander in the place. 
Where "human footsteps" seldom trod> 
Where all the admiring eye can trace. 
Proclaim the power of nature's Qod. 

I like to climb the craggy steep. 
And Tiew the landicape spread below; 



Or rango tlie ctT6ni,dark and dea^ . 
Where chrysUl streams meandCi'lng flow. 

Or on some rock (^ojecting ^'er 
The wild and frightful precipice, 
I'd sit and view the floods fhat pour. 
Impetuous, down the deep abyss. 

In scenes like these, though drear and rudet . 
I'll seek for peace, and pleasure too. 
And find more jojrs in solitude. 
Than foshion's votaries ever knew. 



REUGIOIC. 

Fair descendant firom above, 
Eternal source of happiness and love; 
Low at thy shrine I &11 and do implore. 
In my soft bosomi att thy graces' store. ' 

Grant me a heart, obedient to thy laws, 
Indin'd to reverence, and to maintain thy cause; 
Ob, guide my steps to yon celestial skies^ 
Nor leave me here, till I to them shall rise. 



RELIGION. 

* Let the witling argue all he ean» 
Tib religion still that makes the man. 
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RELIGION. 

Religion smoothes the troubled stream. 
She sheds a mild, resplendent beam. 
Which lulls to stillness every care. 
And blunts the arrows of despair. 

Misfortune scarce can raise one sigh, >> 
Whilst her blest influences hover nigh; 
Nor poverty one tear beguile. 
But she win change it to a smile. 



Teach ine> oh heaven, her paths to treads 
By her bright taper to be leU 
To thy high domes, the blest abode 
Of saints, of angels, and of God. 



RELIGION. 

And when disease obstructs the laboring breath. 
When the heart sickens, and each pulse is death. 
E'en then religion shall sustain the just, 
Grace their last moments, nor desert their dost. 



REDEMPTION. 

^was creation more sublime. 
Redemption ! Twas the labour of the skies. 
Far more than labour ! It was death in heaven; 
A truth so strange ! Twere bold to think it true, 
If not far bolder to disbelieve. 



UNFORTUNATE MARIA ANTONIETTE, . 

WTio toaa indicted for the Jriendthip she exkibiUd in dipping her 
handkerchi^ in her lover's blood, at hit execuUon. 

To bid the world a long farewell. 
To sink in death's eternal sleep^ 
Why does this heart with terror swell t 
Why do these eyes for terror weep? 

In that same moment thousands more 
Their round of toil, and grjef, shall close ; 
That house of joy shall peace restore; 
There shall the weary find repose. 

For me, afflictions mournful child; 
By many a furrow'd feature known. 
Death beckons with an aspect mild, 
An4 points to a celestial throne. 



For thee, no more the accusiiig fiend 
Shall hiflg its yenom^d slander round; 
But seraphs from their glory bend> 
To soothe with harps of silver sound. 

There, unsullied, my soul shall dare 
What more of horrors yet remain; 
For the last pang my foes prepare. 
Shall give my widowM Lord again. 

Not unsubdued; for oh! to leave 
My orphans, victims of their rage! 
My latent prayer, oh heaven receive! 
Oh shield firom wrong their helpless age. 



LINES, 
Con^^ed on Vte DeaA ttf Mn. A. B. usko dUd a few day9 Bhort 

of her a(M& year. 

Stranger! if e'er thy footsteps stray 
Beside this heap of mouldering clay, 
A moment pause, and drop a tear. 
The due of worth that slumbers here. 

If thou art young, fair, and gay. 
With hopes as bright as rising day. 
Bethink thee that an early doom 
May lay all these within the tomb. 

If thou hast felt in life-time's spring, 
Of blasted hope, how keen the sting; 
If thou hast liv'd, how deep to prove 
The wound of ill-requited love : — 

Oh! then, thy heart of kindred wo. 
Will drop a tear for her below. 
As mild a child of suffering worth, 
40 sleeps beneath oux kindled «».^3gl. 
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W slow disease, and grief and care, 
The victim freed, is slumbering: here, 
The mortal sleep that all must know. 
Of joy or grief, without a throe. 

Sleep on thy sleep, without a dream; 
Thy night of light without a gleam; 
Ages will roll above thy head. 
Whilst thou'lt be number'd with the dead. 

Till that last morning lights the sky. 
When the dread angel from on high. 
Shall tell as loud as thunders roar. 
That time itself shall be no more. 

When Jesus clothed in all his love. 
And power, and glory, from above, 
Shall bid, in mercy's saving voice. 
His children all in him rejoice. 



RETROSPECTIVE VIEW. ' *" • 

When young, life's journey I began. 
Glittering prospects charmed my eyes; 
I saw along the extended plain. 
Toy after toy successive rise. 

But soon I found 'twas all a dream. 
And learned the fond pursuts to shun. 
Where few can reach their purpos'd aim. 
And thousands daily are undone. 



FRIENDSHIP. 

Whilst fortune smiles, and plenty fills your board. 
Whilst copious draughts your cheering vaults a£ford, 
Whilst rosy health supports the human frame. 
Whilst credit lasts, and still exists your f^me. 
Whilst you've a plenty, and have ciash to spends 
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So long you're known, so long you have a friend. 

]put change the scene. Let fickle fortune firown. 

You stand forsaken, and alas! unknown: 

Let wretched poverty and hunger press. 

Let want hang out the ensign of distress. 

Let sore afflictions sink your feeble frame. 

Let cruel slander wound your honest fame, 

Let neighbours slight you, and let credit fiaiil, ^ 

Let sheriffs come, and, creditors assail, 

Where's then your friend; alas! you search ih vain: 

Self interest sways, unheeded you complain. 

Alas! how oft in firiendship's garb array'd. 

Deception triumphs, hapless man is betrayed. 

Pretended friends in every clime abound; 

But real firiends are rare as comets found. 

Ye who pretend the human heart to know. 

Show me a firiend, and I'll an angel show. 



DEATH OF AN INFANT. 
Lived to wake each tender passion. 
And delightful hopes inspire ; 
Died to try our resignation. 
And direct our wishes higher. 



THE POPLAR TREES. 
The poplar has fell, and adieu to their shade, 
And the whispering sounds in a cool colonnade; 
The winds blow no longer, nor sing in the leaves. 
Nor the streams on their surface their image receives. 

Twelve years had elapsM since I last took a view "* 
Of my favorite trees, and the place where they grew. 
When behold, on their sides in the grass they were laid, 

« 

And I sat on the trees under which I had stray'd. 

The blackbird had sought out another retreat. 
Where the hazel affords him a screen from the heat; 
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And the leene where his notes had oft chami^dme belicm, 
Shall resound with his sweet flowing ditty no more. 

My fugitive years are fast hastening away, 
And I must myself lie as lowly as they, 
With a turf on my breast, and a stone at my head. 
Ere another such grove rises i^ in its stead. 

The change, both my heart and my fancy employs; 
I reflect on the frailties of man, and his joys: 
Short lived as we are, yet our pleasures we see 
Are still shorter lived — they die sooner than we. 



IN MEMORY 
Of Sopkia Holbrooke who Died at BraUleboro, in NowmbiTf 1821. 

She is gone — I see her not as once I did; 

I do not hear her voice; she comes not now 

To mingle social converse with her friends. 

No, she comes not. O ! it was good to weep 

At her bed side,'when sickness laid her low. 

And see that placid look, those heavenward eyes. 

Which spoke the Christian's joy, the Christian's pray'r. 

Yes, she is gone. It was her wish to go : 

A fiaither's fondness, nor a mother's care, 

A sister's love, nor friendship's hallow'd tear. 

Could bind her heart to this lone, dreary world 

Of sorrow. Yes, it was her wish to go; 

And leave this dark, terrestrial scene behind, « 

To view the glories of the world above. 

How rich is the remembrance of her worth; 

And while we cast a look at yonder height, 

Where sleeps that once lov'd form in death's cold sleep, 

Hope wipes the tear from pensive sorrow's eye; 

Faith lifts the eyelids upwards to the sky. 

And whispers, we shall meet Sophia there. 
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-^ rrt TI» EVENING PAVSE. 

Was 4niigbt with beauUes-Mianiiigly divine^ 
To feast th^mwA within hc^.saored bowor^ 
"Witii l«xfiii«ftB,dihe seem'dt^ssay were vfdnft* 

I view'd ^h,e rifeh hestudded arch of beay'n. 
While plajrftil zephyrs did my musings greet; 
I drew instruction from the friendly seven. 
Who mark their way in harmony complete. 

And as I^eWd^nwift contemplation's wing 
Bore me <Aloft to brighter scenes above, 
Where'those Who once we lov'd, exstatic sing 
Their songH'bf "praise before a throne of lore. 

How sweet to pause in thisjifirk yale of tears. 
When exil'd silence to the earth descends. 
To taste the sweets i^en ev^nsmg^^s scene appeaii, 
X^liold sweet eonverse mth departed firieiids* 

Oh f may I pause amid life's evening hour. 
To view those beauties hope may call divine; ^ 
And feast the soul, tho' death's dark cloud may low'kr, 
Withjuxuries, Faith proves to me are mine. 



f / 



DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

Thou smiling chenib, must thou got 
No more to bless thy parent's sightt 
Ah, yet, thy spotless soul, ere long 
Will fly to realms of pure delight 

4 

Tet can I wish to- call thee back. 
To this dark, guilty world of woet 
Forbid 4t heaven ! no, lovely child» 
I would not keep thee here below. 

2 
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TO A PERSON NEAR THE CLOSE OF LIFE. 

Come, Lydia, rise, and let us range the fields: 

The sun is up, and o'er the mountain peep'd: 

Come, let us listen to the tuneful birds. 

And breathe the morning air. Ah, now she sleeps. 

Arise, and let us go to yonder stream, 

And view the beauties of this pleasant mom: 

Come, and enjoy what summer's scene imparts. 

" Ah ! I cannot rise: would to heaTen I could. 

And ease this aching liead, disease hath pain'd. 

There are no pleasures here iielo w for me. 

Oh, no! The world recedes, it disappears. 

And heaven now opens on my waiting eyes. 

And I must bid adieu to earthly scenes. 

But I shall rise, and range those heavenly fields 

The glorious ^on of Righteousness illumes; 

And I shall listen to a seraph choir, 

And breathe celestial air. Soon shall I sleep. 

And pass o'er Jordan's stream, and view that mors. 

That bless'd morn, whose beauties ne'er will fade. 

And there enjoy the bliss which heaven imparts. 

Hark ! some lEingel whisper's now in softest lay. 

Come, sister spirit, come away. 



I'VE SEEN. 

I've seen at morn a stainless* sky, 
A heaven as blue as beauty's eye; 
But long ere noon destruction's form 
Was riding on the whirlwind's storm. 

I've seen the bark, with snowy sail. 
Ride proudly on the swelling gale— 
I've turn-'d again, the mountain wave 
Was wreathing o'er her coral grave. 
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IVe seen the gay and launching bride. 
With health, and splendour, at her side; 
I've looked as;ain, the wedding ring. 
Was wrapt in death's cold covering. 

IVe seen the hero's tyrant brow, 
Environ'd with the laurel bough; 
But oh ! oblivion's sable pall. 
Has dimm'd the blooming coronal. 

And such is life; a changing scene. 
Its blisses "few and far between:'* 
To-day, the sunshine of delight; 
To-morrow, wretchedness and night 

How many bards have sung of youth. 
When all was novelty and truth. 
And deck'd in garbs of fairy dreM, 
Its days of light and loveliness. ' 

Reverse the picture — time will show 
Its flitting shades of joy and woe; 
And though its smiles are bright to-day, 
To-morrow sees them fade away. 



RELIGION SOOTHING SORROW. 
Again I see returning spring. 
With many an op'ning blossom; 
But what, alas! again can bring 
Peace to the anguish'd bosom 1 

Again I see the morning ray. 
When sable night's departed; 
But what again can joy convey 
To him that's broken hearted. 

At eve I see the stars illume 
The canopy of bearen; 



••■•/. 
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BbH what etn ckeer tba haplew 
XH man to mvoif 4iiwtn, 

Religion's voice; its power dirine^ 
More dear than op'ning4)lonom, 
Than morning ray, or.atan thaUnhiaej 
6an soothe the anguith'd bofom^: 



tOtHt SLAJ<7D£RER. 

Oo! dastard, yiUainyaedcidkaipeeae^ 
Found not in yotir own filthy hearty 
And still your f ransporteto increase. 
Again send forth Ae assaasin dad^'^ - 
Aim'd vengeful at the vital part 
Of unsuspecting innocence, 
Unarm'd, and void of itolf-delendb. 

How mightily yoinr soul most lovie 

To revel in the joys of hate; 

All sacred things to soar above. 

And helVs dark deeds to emulafte. 

Oh! shudder at your future fate; 

In diving to the depths of shame. 

Fair reputation to defame. 

« 

Go, ruffian! go and hide your fame 

Behind the black and awful frown 

Of virtue^ mark'd by foul disgrace, . 

The scorn and outcast of the town, . 

To insignificance sunk down. 

Go mingle with the herd of sWine-^ 

Be pork, and end yout dap in brine. 



< I 



0]^ LfiAViNd HOME. 

Fall oft have I fled firom home, and smother'd with a smi] 
A heart rent with anguish^ weeping Ufe!i blood the whf] 
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DEATH OF A FRIEND. 

'' The churchyard bears an added stone. 
The fireside shows a vacant chair; 
Here sadness dwells, and weeps alone, 
And death displays his banner there. 

The life has gone, the breath has fled. 
And what has been, no more shall be: 
The well known form, the welcome tread; 
Ah! where are they, and where is het" 



SEDUCTION BY 



" I saw a tear, from beauty's eye, 
Adown the cheek in silence stealing; 
I heard a low, a plaintive sigh. 
The bosom's inward grief revealing. 

I saw the mark of sad decay. 
Each lovely feature undermining, 
And beauty's bright and vivid ray, 
No more in radiant lustre shining. 

I saw that face, so lately deck'd. 
In nature's sweetest beauty smiling, 
By care, by pain, and sorrow wreck 'd, 
And wan despair its charms despoiling." 

I turn'd me from the scene, and cried, ! 
Sweet maid, I hear thy death-note pealingf 
Nor strove the ready tear to hide ; 
It was the tear of real feeling. 

Great God ! I cried, and must it bel 
Shall this sweet flower be left to languish; 
And will no bolt, be cast by thee, 
To blast the wretch who caus'd this aoguisht 

2* 
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Far from a parent's fostering arms, 
By wily arts inducM to wander; 
Now fades her lately blooming charmt. 
From parents dear and friends asunder. 

Great heaven! if suffering virtue call 
To thee for v^ngeace> raise the quiver 
Oh, let the direst curses fall 
On the seducer's head fiorever. 



FRIENDS HIP. 

I've gazed on friendship's magic wreath. 
And thought its lustre ne'er could fade : 
I look'd again, and treachery 
Laugh'd o'er the ruin it had made. 

I've seen youth his roses twine, 

And hide his eyes as sweetly fair; 

But ah the flowers which deck'd his shrine. 

Were blighted soon, and withered there. 



ENQUIRY. ' 

Where's the man who seeka/or famet 
Hastel the laurel give him! 
Unfbld the scroll, and write his name; 
'Tis all the grave will leave him. » 

Where's the man who toils for goldl 
Oiver let nought alloy it; 
When a few more brief dajrs are told. 
No more can he enjoy it. 

Where's the bosom swell'd with pride? 
^ Spare! I would not wound it. 
For death will twine at even tide, 
mtan, scant garment round it. 
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Whereas the heart on pleasure bent? 
Pour a double measure; 
Health, and life, to-morrow spent^ 
Gone, will be the treasure. 

Where's the soul that looks above 
Pleasure^ gold, and glory 1 
Such as earthly passions move. 
Such as live in story. 

Take each cup of joy away. 

To others filled and given 

Oh! what are all these baubles? ay. 

To him whose home is heaven. 



THE ROSE. 
I saw in yonder gay parterre, 
▲ rose, in grandeur rear its head; 
By spring's soft zeph]rrs fann'd, it grew, 
And aH around its fragrance shed. 

Near where it flourished, a» I past. 
Oft would I linger on my way, 
T' admire those beauties, which I wish'd, 
And fondly thought, would ever stay. 

Autumn's cold, chilling, blasts arose;. 
Beneath those rude, rude, blasts, it fell I 
And then, in anguish sad^ I harn'd, 
I lov'd its beauteous form too well. 

* 

I wept, when withered, on the ground> 
Near where it grew I saw it lie; 
I wept the hand that cast me down^ 
Beckoned to joys,^ that bloom oa high^ 

Thib soothed my griefii, my woes assuaged; 
And calmed my weary, troubled soul; 
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I sought for flowers that never fieuie. 
Where pleasures never cease to roll. 



DEW DROP. 

^was morn, and fragrance breath'd around. 
No breeze impelled the quiet air; 
And oft was heard the cheerful sound. 
Of nature's minstrels 'guiling care. 

Up rose the sun, a drop of dew 
Stands glist'ning on a budding rose; 
Its radiance beams all bright and new^ 
And sparkles as its charms unclose. 

I look'd again, the pearl grew dim. 
It sparkled not, but yet 'twas there; 
Anon, its rays are no more seen, 
Tis vanished in its native air. 

Ah! thus thought I, is friendship's ray, 
It smiles, and glistens, when 'tis new ; 
But soon it wanes, and fades away. 
And vanishes, like morning dew. 



RELIGION. 
She comes to soften all our gloom, 
Invite earth's wretched wanderers home, 
Direct the path, and lead the way. 
To fairer worlds, and endless day. 



SOLITUDE. 
Oh solitude! divinely sweet, 
Thy joys are great, thy charms I seek; 
Although alone thy paths I tread, 
Whilst deemed to society dead. 
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Why flbonld I longer amidst groups. 
For untainted happiness lookl 
Why should I mingle in gay scenes, 
To satisfy a mind serene t * 

Why should I roye from East to Wesl^ 
In search of pure, undefilM rest? 
Since in yon siecluded retreat, 
Oft are found jojrs which are replete. ' 

Completely void of real joys, 
Are this life's fascinating toys; 
Hiey fiul not to attract the eye. 
Whilst the mind is unsatisfied. 

This world's wide maxe I oft survey 
Viewing the pleasures of the day; 
Alas ! how transient are its smiles. 
Only once can I call them mine. 

Once, bitter sorrow had not roU'd 
Its briny waves o'er my soul; 
Troubles were strangers to my breast. 
Since nought tried my peace to molest. 

But alas ! pleasure's days are past, 
. The feather'd choir flew not more swift; 
Few and transient are all our joys. 
Since sorrow's blasts doth them destroy. 

Soon like autumn's leaves I must £al). 
Yield obedience to heaven's call, 
Appear in yon unknown somewhere. 
There my final sentence to hear. 

UNES 
3y aprisofur in Oree^field Jail, De^emUr 1> 1814. 
Oh! cruel late, whose iron ha»4 
Lies heavy on my head; 



c w 
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An exile in my native land. 
On solitude I'm fed. 

Here I, in filent grief complain. 
Without one real friend ; 
My bosom pressed with restless pain^ 
Where will my troubles endl 

My days are changed to tiresome night. 
With scarce a shining ray, 
No rural pleasures to delight. 
Or pass the time away. 

Here iron bolts and bars of steel. 
In sorrow, me confine; 
Still for another^s grief I feel,. 
More careful than for mine* 

A bosom friend my thoughts employ. 
Who still is dear to me; 
My cares for her my peace destroy. 
Whilst I a captive be. 

All drest in mourning is the past. 
The present all is woe; 
To future scenes I hasten fast. 
Permitted not to know. 

What their dark pages do contain, 
Or what my lot shall be; 
A dark abyss of restless pain. 
Or kind prosperity. 

Nor am I anxious to disclose 
The wonders of decree. 
Until the appointed time shall show 
What they contain for me. 

With confidence PU venture 01%,. 
Though all my foes combine; 
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Assured, that when life's jotumey^s^dont^ 
The victory shall be mine. 

SUCH IS UFE. 
In pleasure's gay and giddy round, 
I've play'd no idle part; 
Yet in her frolick, little found. 
That truly, touched the heart. 

By hope led on, I climbed awhile 
Ambition's steep ascent; 
Here, oft, I met with pride and guile, 
But never with content 

By turns, I with the foolish race. 
Pursued the phantom. Fame; 
But ever wearied of the chase, 
Before I caught the game. 

Are hopes illusions, then the most 
That mortal's here attain? 
Is every bliss, that life can boast, 
Thus f meting, false, and vaint 

Oh! let me not the will divine. 
Ungrateful thus reprove; 
There's one pure joy; it has been mine^ 
'Tis bliss of wedded love. 



HAPPINESS QUESTIONED. 
Tell me ye woods, ye smiling plains, 
Ye blessed birds around; 
In which of Nature's wide domain^^ 
Can bliss for man be found? 

The wild birds caroU'd over head. 
The breeze around me blew,- 
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No blifls for man die knew. 

I qneitionM lore, whose early ray 
So rosy bright appears. 
And heard the timid genius say 
This light was dimmM by tears. 

' I questioned Friendshjip; Friendship iigh'd> 
And thus her answer gave; 
The few whom fotnne never tumM^ 
Were withered in the grave! 

I ask'd if vice conld bliss bestow 1 

Vice boasted, loud and well; 

But fading from her witherM brow. 

The borrow'd roses fell. 

« 

I sought of feeling, if her skill 
Could soothe the wounded breast; 
And found her mourning, faint and still. 
For other's woes distressed. 

I questipn'd virtue;. virtue sigh'd. 
No boon could she dispense; 
Not virtue, was her name, she criM, 
But humble penitence. 

I question 'd death ;^ the grisly shade 
Relax'd his brow, severe; 
And " I am happiness/' he said. 
If virtue guide thee here. 



WORSHIP. 
I love to steal awhile away. 
From every cumbering care. 
And spend the iicMtis of setting day^ 
1$ klmble gratefol prayer. 
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1 1drve in solitude to shed; . 
The penitential tear. 
And all his promises to plead. 
Where none but God can hear. 

I love to ti^ink on mercies past. 
And future good implore, 
And all my cares( and sorrows cast. 
On Him, whom I adore* 

I love, by faith, to take a view 
Of brighter scenes in heaven; 
Ttie project oft my strength renews. 
While here by tempest driven. 

Thus, when life's toilsome hour is o'er, 
May its departing ray 
Be calm, in this impressive hour. 
And lead to endless day. 



REUGION, 

By S. D. Patterson, 

There is a power which soothes the soul. 
When storms of care and anguish rise. 
When lightnings 0ash, and thunders roll. 
And clouds o'ercast life's sunny skies. 

It breaks the,chains which care has bound* 
It charms the breast by grief opprest. 
And sheds a blissful radiance round, 
A holy calm, a heavenly rest 

Tis blest religion, power divine! ' 
That dissipates the blackest gloom. 
And bids bright hope of glory shine. 
To gild the darkness ef the Comb*.; 
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Nor are the hopes of glory vain^ 
Nor are they fading, iusecnre; 
They fade not, die not, but remaiB 
While endless ages shall endure. 



SLANPER. 
I said to slander^s swelling form, 
£zhaast thy hoarded rage. 
Feed, on this heart, thy bloated worm. 
And reckless warfiue wage. 

Speed on! speed on! thy time is short: 
Inflame the storms that rave. 
Ere the lost bark shall find a port 
Within the peaceful grave. 

Compute thy power, by venomed wile. 
To taint the breath of fame. 
From firiendship's brow to dash the smile. 
From love, the fickle flame. 

But canst thoii steal the deathless prize. 
That conscience doth impart? 
Or blast the fragrant flowers that rise 
Within the humble heart 1 

Or plant with rankling thorns the tomb. 
Where the Redeemer laidi 
Or cloud the angels brow with gloom. 
When heaven our home is made? 



Extract from Monastery, 
HappiBess is ever in store for innocence and integ^ 
its arrival may be late, but it is certain. 



THE THORN OF LIFE. 
We see in life's wide wilderness, 
tSome plants of hix and varied mien; 
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Loye'8 rose springe here, while* there distress'^, 
The nightshade dark is seen. 

With choicest care, we cull the flowers 
That breathe of beauty and of morn; 
But while the boquet charms the eye. 
We feel the secret thorh. 

And who is free from sorrow's shafti 
Joy's sparkling beverage, dost sipt 
Thou mayest; but soon the poisonous dreg 
Shall meet thy quivering lip. 

Thy morning gay, perchance, hath shone. 
And exulting plum'd its flight; 
Ah! soon the stern destroyer came, 
With disappointment's blight. 

Thy wife, thy ofibpring, whence that sigh? 
Too well I trace the secret tear; 
For thou, who wife and offipring knew, 
Hath wept upon their bier. 

Love hath its chill, and mirth its sigh> 
And who shall greet a cloudless morn? 
Man! that cullest the flowers of life, 
Think'st thou to 'scape the thorn? 



ON IMPRISONMENT. 

Dost hear that grating hinge which seems the knell 
Of human happiness? whose sound comes deeply 
iPraught with sufferings and woes? 
'TIS from the jailer's door that closes now 
On some poor wretch forlorn, whose only crime, 
Is debt ! and from whose power misfortune too 
Has snatch'd the means to pay, perhaps to griping 
A^uriee the fiurthing uttermost ! 
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Is there in duriitian. lands na help for tiiiiT- 

Then shame^ let burning shame, parch up the cheek. 



LINES 
On the Death ef U, CampheU, 
If youth and beauty join'd could 6aye> 
Or respite gain of leng^hen'd years;.. 
Untenanted had been this grave, 
Unshed the mourners' flowing tears. 

If piety a claim might urge. 
To turn aside the fatal dart; 
Unsung had been the funeral dirge^ 
Untorn the parents' bleeding heart. 

But youth and beauty felt the sting. 
And piety the mandate knew; 
Death, not Bnwekome^ cut the stringy 
To realms of bliss her spirit flew. 



A FRISQN SCENir. 
Hark! 'tis the debtor's groan I hear. 
Within yon gloomy walls he sighs; 
Again, it bursts upon the ear — 
Again, it rends the vaulted skies. 

Listen again 1 all, all is calm ! . 
Upon the tatterd'd rug he sleeps; 
His wife reclining on his ann. 
Alternate sighs, and laughs, and weeps. 

Now to her bosom, heaving high, . 
She clasps a sweet and lovely bo)r. 
And now in madness lifts her eye. 
And spurns of liJfe her only joy. 

Cas'd is the heart in triple steel. 
And harder than those walla of stone> 
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That does not for the maniac feel. 
That heedeth not the debtor's groan. 

Relentless creditor! believe 
That thou in turn, shalt taste of woe, 
And that same mercy shalt receive. 
Which thou dost to thy brother show. 



WHAT IS HAPPINESS ^ 
Is it wealth! go probe the breast 
Of fortune's sumptuous heir: 
Ah! why does secret woe infest. 
And anguish canker there? 

Is it fame? her empty breath. 
Inconstant as the breeze. 
Will blast,, anon, the laurel wreath t 
That late it formed to please. 

Is it in Mendsliip or in lovel 
Alas! they quick decay; 
The tears of hapless sorrow prove. 
How frail this boasted sway. 

'Tis not in all that here excels; 
'Tis not in Iblly's round; 
But with Immanuel's love it dwells. 
And there alone is found. 



ON PATIENCE. 
Saith faith, look yonder, see the crown 
Laid up in heaven above; 
SajTS Hope, and oh, it shall be mine; 
I long to wear 't says Love. 

Desire saith, what, is that my crown? 
Then to that place I'll flee; 

3* 



1 cannot betr ft longer stftjr. 
In rest I fain would be. 

But stop, says Patience, wait awhile> 
The crown's for those that fight; 
The prize for them that run the race,. 
By Faith, and not by sight. 

Thus faith doth take a pleasing view> 
Hope waits,. Love site and sings, 
Desire still flutters to begone. 
But Patience dips her wings. 



JBxOrmcifrom ITiompaon'a Seasons. 
^' Ah! little think the gay, licentious crowd. 
Whom pleasure, power, and- affluence surround; 
They, who their thoughtless hours, in g^ddy mirth,. 
And wanton, often cruel riot waste : 
Ah! littife think they, while they dance along, • 
How many pine in want, and dungeon glooms; 
Shut from the common air, and common use 
Of their own limbsf how many drink t)ie cup> 
Of baleful grief, and eat the bitter bread 
Of misery, sore .pierced, by wintry winds; 
How many shrink into the sordid hut 
Of cheerless poverty r 

How many, rack'd with honest pasBio^, droop 
In deep retir'd distress! How many stand 
Around the death bed of their dearest Friends, 
And point the parting anguish^ Think, fond man. 
Of these, and all the thousand namejess ills 
That one incessant struggle render life 
One scene of toil, of suffering, and of fate; 
Vice in his high career would stand appalPd, 
And heedless rambling learn to think: 
^e conscious heart of charity would warm^ 
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And her wide wish benevolence dikCe, 
The social tear would rise, the social sigh; 
And into clear perfection, gradual bliss, 
Refining still, the social passion's work." 

UNES CASED IN A HUMAN SKELETON. 
Behold this ruin! Twas a skull. 
Once of ethereal spirit full! 
This narrow cell, was life's retreat. 
This space, was Thought's mysterious seatf 
What beauteous pictures fill'd this spot! 
What dreams of pleasure, long forgot! 
Nor love, nor joy, nor hope, nor fear^ 
Has left one trace of record here^^ 
Beneath this mouldering canopy. 
Once shone the bright and busy eye; 
But start not, at the dismal void! 
If social love, that eye employ'd; 
If, with no lawless fire it gleam'd. 
But thro' the dew of kindness beam'd; 
That eye shall be for ever bright, 
When stars and suns have lost their light! 
Here in this silent cavern hung 
The ready, swift and tuneful tongue; 
If falsehood's honey was disdain'd 
And where it could not praise, was chain'd; 
If bold in virtue's cause H i^poke. 
Yet gentle concord never broke; 
That tuneful tongue shall plead for thee,. 
When death unveils eternity f 
Say; did these fingers delve the minet 
Or with its envied lubies shine t 
To hew the rock, or wear the gem. 
Can nothing now avail to them; 
But if the page of truth they sought, 
0r comfort to the mourner brought, 
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These h&ndd, a richer mead shall claim 
Than all that waits on wealth or fame. 
Avails it whether bare, or shod, 
These feet the path of duty have trod, 
If from the bowei 's of J07 they fledf 
To soothe affliction's humble bed: 
If grandeur's guilty bribe they spurn'd, 
And home to virtue's lap retum'd; 
These feet with angel wings shall vi^. 
And tread the palace of the sky! 

LOVE OF GOD. ^ 
'^ Could we with ink the ocean fill, ' 
Was the whole earth of parchment made;. 
Was every single stick a quill. 
Was every man a scribe by trade;] 
To write the love of God alone, 
Wojild drain the ocean dry, 
' Nor would the scroU contain the whole, 
Though stretch'd firom sky to sky.' 
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LINES 
WriUen whUe living — after death placed hy a friend on^a 

piUar with a skull,. 

Why start t the case is yours, or will be soon; 

Some years, perhaps, perhaps another moon. 

Life in its utmost span, is still a breath/ 

And those who longest dream, must w^ke in death; 

Lake you, I once thought every bliss secure. 

And gold of every ill, the perfect cure; 

'Till steepM in sorrows, and besieged with pain, 

Too lat^, I found all earthly riches vaiu. 

Disease, with scorn, threw back the sordid fee. 

And Death still answered, what is gold to met 

Fame, titles, hdnoocs, I next vainly sought. 
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And fools, obsequious nurs'd the childish thought 
Gilded with brib'd applause and purchasM praise^ 
I built on endless grandeur, endless days; 
But death awakM me from, a dream, a prfde^ 
And laid a prouder beggar by my side. 
Pleasure I courted, and obeyMmy taste; 
The banquet smiPd, and smil'd the gay repast; 
A loathsome carcass, was my constant care. 
And worlds were ransack'd, but for me to share. 
G/> on, vain man, in luxury be firm; 
Yet know, I feasted^ but to feed a worm. 
Already, sure less terrible I seem. 
And you, like me, can own, that life's a dream; 
Whether that dream may boast the longest date^ 
Farewell! remember! lest you wake too late. 



LINES FROM THE LADY— Ptoced on the PiUar. 
Blush not to own me, ye fair, but be wise. 
Nor turn from sad mortality your eyes; 
Fame say^, and fame alone can tell how trueji. 
I once was lovely, and belov*d like you. 
Where are my votaries? Where my flatter 'rs now'? 
Fled with the subject of each lover's vow. 
Adieu! the roses fled, the lillies white. 
Adieu, those eyes that made the darkness light. 
No more alas! that coral lip is seen. 
Nor longer breathes the fragrant gale between. 
Turn from your mirror, and behold in me. 
At oncej what thousands cans't or dare not see. 
Unvarnish'd I the real truth impart. 
Nor here am placed, but to direct the heart. 
Survey me well, ye fair ones, and believe. 
The grave may terrify; but cannot deceive. 
On beauty's frailty's, case, no more depend^ 
Here youth and pleasure, and sorrow end. 
Here drops the mask, here^shuts the scene, 
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Nor differs grare threescore from gay fifteen; 
All. press alike, to that same goal, the tomb, 
Where wrinkled Laura smiles at Chloe's bloom 
When coxcombs flatter, and when fools adore. 
Learn here the lesson, to be vain no more; ' 
Yet virtue, still against decay can arm. 
And even lend mortality a charm. 



€HOICE OF EMPLOYMENT. 
Be mine the shaded walk, where stillness reigns. 
Or mural harmonies in concert blend; 
Remote from dissipations crowded scenes. 
Give me the hallowed converse of some Friends 

But should no feeling bosom beat to mine. 
Still for content, 'midst crowds I'll never look- 
If forbid, on Friendship's pillow to recline, 
I will draw my lonely solace from a book. 



THE FALLING LEAF. 

See the leaves around us falling, 
9ry and withered to the ground, 
Thus to thoughtless mortals calling, 
In a sad, and solemn sound. 

Sons of Adam, once in Eden, 
When like us he blighted fell, 
Hear the lecture we are readi&g, 
Tis alas, the truth we tell. 

Virgins, much, too much, presuming, 
On your boasted white and red. 
View us late in beauty blooming, 
Number'd now'among the dead. 

Griping misers, nightly waking. 
See the end of all y^ur care. 



35 

Fled on wings ol our own making. 
We have left our owners baie. 

Sons of honour, fed on praises^ 
Fluttering high in fancied worth, 
Lo! the fickle air that raises, 
Brings us down to parent earth. 

Learned Sophs in 83r8tems jaded, 
Who for new ones daily call, 
Cease at length by us persuaded. 
Every leaf must have a fall. 

Youth, though yet no losses griere yon, 
G^y in health, and manly grace. 
Let no cloudless skies deceive you. 
Summer gives to autumn a place. 

Ye venerable sires, grown hoary. 
Hither turn the unwilling eye; 
Think amidst your flBLlling glory. 
Autumn tells a winter nigh. 

Yearly in our course returning. 
Messengers of shortest stay , 
We repeat the solemn warning. 
Heaven and earth will pass away. 

On the tree of Life, eternal, 
Man! let all thy hopes be stay'd, 
Which alone 's for ever vernal. 
Bears those leaves that never fiide. 



GLOOM OF AUTUMN. 
Hail ye sighing sons of sorrow. 
View with me autumnal gloom, 
Learn firom thence.your fate to-morrow» 
Dead perhaps, laid in the tomb. 
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See all nature fadings dying. 
Silent; all things seem to moorni 
Life from vegetation flying. 
Calls to mind, the mouldering urn. 

Oft in Autumn's tempest rising. 
Make the lofty forest nod; 
Scenes of nature, how surprising. 
Read in nature, nature's God. 

Nations die by dread Bellona, 
Thro' enrag'd tyrannic Kings; 
Just like plants of pale pamona. 
Fall to rise in future Springs. 

See your sovereign sole Creator 
Lives eternal in the sky; 
Whilst we mortals yield to nature. 
Bloom awhile, and fiide and die. 

Mournful scenes of vegetation. 
Die by frosts, or worms devour; 
Doubly mournfril when a nation 
Dies by nej^bouring nation's power. 

Death, like war my mind oppresses; 
Autumn shows how I decay. 
Calls to mind my past distresses. 
And warns me of my dying day. 

Autumn makes me melancholy. 
Strikes dejection through my soul ; ^ 
Whilst I mourn my former follies. 
Waves of sorrow o'er me roll. 

Lo! I hear the air resounding^ 
With the expiring insects cries; 
But their moans to me how wounding. 
Emblem of my wretched aighs. 
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HeUow wii^ Ikb^t itee ro&riug. 
Noisy watdiTB twxA me rise; 
While I sit my £&te deploring, 
Tears fast streaming froffi tby eyes. 

What, to me, is Autumn's treasure, 
Since I know of no earthly joy? 
Long I've lost all youthful pleasure; 
Time must youth and health destroy. 

Pleasure I once fondly courted, 
Shar'd the bliss which youth bestows; 
But to see where once I sported. 
Now embitters all my woes. 

Age and sorrow since have blasted 
Every youthful pleasing dream; 
Quivering age with youth contrasted, 
Oh! how short their glory seem. 

As the annual frosts are cropping 
Le^ives and tendrils from the trees; 
So my friends ure yearly dropping, 
Thro' old age, and dire disease. 

Former friends; oh how IVe sought them. 
Just to cheer my drooping mind; 
But they're gone, like leaves in autumn. 
Driven before the dreary wind. 

When a few more years I've wasted; 
When a few more springs are o'er; 
When a few more griefs I've tasted, 
* I shall fall to rise no more. 

Fast my sun of life's declining. 
Soon 'twill sit in endless tiighb; 
But my hopes pure and refining, 
.Rest in future life and light. 

4 
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€eate, then, this fearing, trembling, sighing. 
Death will break the solemn gloom; 
Soon this spirit, fluttering, flying. 
Most be borne beyond the tomb. 



ON LIFE. 
Life! thou dear delusive guest, 
Lovely phantom, fleeting jest. 
Led by thee, we plod below. 
Lingering in a land of woe. 

Dupes to pleasure's lovely wealth. 
Strangers to the sweets of health; 
And when the object is possest. 
How seldom is the owner blest. 



FRIENDSHIP. 
Ill strike the harp to Friendship's praise. 
And swell the soul enchanting sound; 
Ye muses, lend your sweetest lay. 
Whilst raptur'd mortals throng around. 

^was sorrow first taught man to weep; 
^was dire revenge first steel'd his heart; 
And when in love his senses sleep, 
Twas jealousy then aim'd her dart. 

But God like friendship burst the chain. 
And chas'd those gloomy fiends away; 
Beguil'd his life of grief and pain. 
And shone a brilliant summer day. 

When kindred hearts in Friendship join, 
Thek bliss exceeds e'en that of love; 
Its ardour burns with warmth divine, 
Resembliug that enjoy'd above. 
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'Tis gacred Friendship buoys the soul 
Thro' every troubled sea of strife, 
Extends its sway from pole to pole. 
And softens all the ills of life. 

But yet win iron hearted knaves, 
Profane fatir Friendship's sacred name; 
It dwells upon the lips of slaves. 
Whose hearts never felt its glowing flame. 



THE FALLING LEAF. ' 
£mblem of life's inconstrtncy, 
Thou late wast greed and fair; 
Thy form was beauty to the eye, 
Thy fragrance fiU'd the air. 

Thy forest ow'd to thee its pride; 
The mountain, vale and glen. 
The garden, and the hillock's side. 
All smil'd beneath thy reign. 

But now the sun with kindling beam. 
Or zephyr's gentle call. 
No more invites thee, or thy stem, 
For thou art doom'd to fall. 

The forest and the landscape mourn, 
That thy short life is o'er; 
And insect throngs no more return, 
To sip from thee their store. 

Yes, fragrant leaf, thou now must lie, 
Ben ath tlie vulgar tread. 
Of man and beast, who late would lie. 
Beneath thy verdant shade< 

Emblem of life's uncertain round! 
Thus, man puts fiaur the bloom 
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Of joQth, and health; but so4»ii is founds 
A yictim for the tomb. 



ON ABSENCE OF FRIENDS. 
And can the flight of envious time. 
Remove the image of a Friend? 
Can changing place, or various clime. 
The dear delightful contrast end? 

Can the lov'd form, the pictur'd face, 
Engraven on the feeling breast; 
The eye, which memory loves to trace, 
Still beaming with its wonted zest? 

Can these, the absent heart no more. 
With only thrilling sweetness charm; ^ 
Can virtue's venerable love. 
With kindling transport cease to warm? 

No! Faithful memory, still pourtrays. 
To the fond bosom's anxious view. 
The vision of departed days. 
In softened shades of tender hue. 

Still knit in Friendships sacred tie. 
Days, months, and years, shall vainly roU^ 
They but demand the passing sigh. 
But dare not disunite the soul. 



WRITTEN IN A GRAVE YARD. 
I look around and see the beds 
Of thousands, where their weary heads. 
In calm forgetfulness repose. 
Of earth's allurements, joys and woes. 

There my proud soul a lesson learns, 
Man's form'd of dust, to- dust return^^ 



The poor, the mean, the great and brare. 
Alike repose within the grave. 

No proud distinctions here divide 
Master and servant side by side, 
Their mouldering bodies lie and rot. 
By the vain world unknown, forgot. 

Beauty here fades, the fairest flower. 
In splendour bloom M but for an hour; 
Youth sinks into the silent tomb, 
And rests unconscious of its gloom. 

Bright hopes of future ne'er can save, 
The gayest, lovliest, from the grave; 
The pale-faced messenger comes on. 
Cuts life's frail thread, and they are gone. 

Then think not perfect, lasting bliss. 
Belongs to such a world as this; 
JShake off earth's chain, look up to heaven, 
And find it in " Thy sins forgiven." 



LINES 
Suggested by the sudden death of a young friendy viho was 
wishing for more time to prepare for death. 
Oh for a day, an hour, one moment more, 
To make my peace with long offended heaven! 
Time! oh thou restless, swift careering time. 
Stay, stay but one short moment; rest thy wing„ 
Till my undying soul, has found its God. 
One moment did I say? And can I press 
The mighty work of a whole wasted life. 
Into this short, this agonizing moment! 
Ye squander 'd years! how do ye now arise. 
In sad array before my wilder'd mind! 

How does the thought of early mis-spent hours, 

4* 



I 



42 

And days of youthful, thoughtless gaiety. 
Send keenest anguish through my soul! and yet, 
I knew that this dread hour must ere long come, 
I knew it by an inward voice, that daily 
Warned me to flee from sinful, worldly pleasures. 
There sounded oft the monitory call. 
Remember! oh remember^ thou must die. 
I knew it by the soft, beseeching look 
Of a fond mother, when, alasf I turned 
From her sweet gaze, to tread the paths of fldn. 
I knew it well, for oft the solemn voice 
Of him who watch'd for souls, did ring 
In my dull ear, prepare to meet thy God. 
Ah! darkness hovers o'er me! I must go. 
No angels guide my way; no gracious voice. 
Sounding from heaven, can bid me welcome! 



ADVICE TO YOUNG LADIES. 
Detest disguise ; remember 'tis your part, . 
By gentle fondness to retain the heart : 
Let duty, prudence, virtue take the lead. 
To fix your choice; but from it never recede. 
Despise coquetry; spurn the shallow fool. 
Who measures out dull compliments by rule; 
And without meaning, like a chattering jay, 
Repeats the same dull strains throughout the day. 
Are men of sense attracted by your face. 
Your well turnM figure, or their compound grace» 
Be mild and equal; moderately gay„ 
Your judgment rather than your wit display. 
By aiming at good breeding, strive to please, 
Tis nothing more than regulated ease. 
Does one dear youth, among a worthy train. 
The best effections of your heart obtain 1 
And is he reckoned worthy of your choice t 
Is your opinion with the general voice? 
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Confess it then, nor from him seek to hide . 
What's known to every person else beside. 
Attach him to yoa, in a generous mind; 
A lively gratitude, expect to find! 
Receive his vows, and by a kind return, 
Affection's blaze will ever brighter bUrn. 
Disdain duplicity, from pride be free. 
What every woman should, you then will be. 



OUR LIFE'S A DREAM, 
i saw a little infant sleeping. 
Sweetly across its mother's arms; 
Securely guarded was its keeping 
Against all danger, and alarms. 

Again, I saw, of sprightly mien, 
The youth amusM with airy bubbles, 
Sporting on life's fantastic scene, 
A stranger to its cares and troubles. 

I look'd again; the busy man, 
With anxious look, and steady gaze, 
Pass'd and repass'd, and seem'd to scan^ 
Life's many movements with amaze. 

Once more I look'd, the hoary head 
Came bending with the weight of years; 
Whose joys and pleasures all were lied,' 
Whose cheeks were furrow'd o'er with tears. 

Hark, a sad knell, of solemn tone! 
Slow moves the herse in sable drest; 
The flow.er has budded, swell'd and blown. 
The man of years has sunk to rest. 



THE NEGRO SPARE. 
Lives there u wretch, array 'd in human form 
Whose iron heart no soft affection knows 
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Who treats the cause of Africa with scorn. 
Nor drops one te^ of pity ibr her woes. 

Oh injur'd country! doom'd to be unblest, 

The galling yoke of slavery doom'd to wear. 

Thy wretched sons in foreign lands opprest. 

To heayen for vengeance raise the ceaseless prayer. 

And shall the ceaseless prayer be raised in vaint 
Oh will not heaven in anger lift the rod. 
And crush the wretch who dares for sordid gain. 
To buy, to sell, to mar the works of God? 

Detested traffic! base, inhuman, vile, 

Which barters human flesh and bones. 

Which dooms to misery, slavery and exile. 

Poor helpless thousands, born to sighs and groans. 

Tho' liberty, sweet sound! may reach their ears. 
Yet are their woes, e'en then, but half redrest. 
Worn out with toils they spend the tedious years. 
Far from that country where their fathers rest. 

No gentle home, replete with joys serene. 
Greets the poor negro, friendless and forlorn; 
Pensive he wanders o'er the world's rude scene. 
The white man's laughter, and the white man's scorn. 

WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 
This page was once without a stain or spot, 
Or speck to mar its beauty, and it shone 
In all its whiteness, till a stranger came 
Who passed like other strangers, save that here. 
In these dim lines, and uncouth characters, 
He left his rude memorial and his name. 



WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 
When the chill dews of evening are gathering round me. 
And memory dwells on the scenes that are past, 
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len silent Til weep, while I fondly remember 

lose blissful illusions too happy to last. 

ti yes, I'll remember, while sad is my bosom, 

bose moments so transient, and hastily flown; 

ike the last solar ray, which recedes from the ocean, 

hey dazzled, enchanted, and then they were gone. 

ut delightful the plecige, like the rainbow of Promise*, 

hat Friendship and Memory will live in your breast, 

nd hope, sweetly whispers as now we are parting, 

gain shall we meet in a mansion of rest. 



ON RETURNING HOME. 
Toward our homes our cheerful feet will tread, 
Hope smiles awhile, yet intermingling dread. 
Lest some bright object of our love be gone. 
And tears bedew those eyes that smiles were to adorn. 



THE MONTHLY CONCERT. 
I love this consecrated hour. 
When saints in holy concert meet. 
To bow before the eternal power, , 
And worship at the Saviour's feet. 

'Tis sweet to dart faith's piercing eye. 
O'er the vast globe's' amazing bound. 
When thousand bands of Christian's lie 
Before the throne, with awe profouud. 

Angels who chaunt the heavenly lays, 
Forget to strike their golden strings; 
And bend to listen to the praise. 
Which every gale bears on its wings! 

'Tis sweet the new born month to greet. 
To leave our mortal cares behind, 
And find before the Eternal seat 
A solace for the weary mind. 
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'Tis sweet to lift the streaming eye^ 
And feel each tender passion move. 
For wretched Pagan's doom'd to die. 
Unconscious of a Saviour's love. 

Tis sweet, for sure there is an ear, 
Which hendsto hear, whf»n Christians pray; 
An eye, which sees the falling tear, 
A hand, which wipes the tear away. 



CHRIST IN YOU THE HOPE OF GLORY. 
Give me that hope, which will remain. 
When the death pillow bears my head; - 
When eveiy bond is reft in twain. 
And every hope beside has fled; 
When life and all its actions seem 
Like the departing of a dream; 
When the sight fails, the catching breath 
Choked by the rising flood of death; 
When the last parting word is spoken. 
From aching hearts all but broken ; 
And the last pressure, and the eye 
Stands fix'd upon me, as I die; 
When flesh will sink, and heart will fail, 
And no support but His avail; 
Who knows my every sin, but who, 
Faith whispers, has forgiven too : 
Oh! then convuls'd, and cold, and spent. 
To the last spark, in laiiguishmeut; 
And all that r^iicks man as he dies, 
Death's nameless, untried agonies. 
Give me that hope! 



TO,A SMILE. 
Ah wherefore, stranger, art thou come 
To play upon a faded cheek? 
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Canst thou xlispel the fitful gloom 
Which doth an anguishM heart bespeak 1 

Lost is the effort, vain thy art, 
Thou mayest the ruffled surface calm; 
But for a crush'd and bleeding heart. 
Mirth can afford no healing balm. 

'Twill cheat the eye of thoughtless firiends, 
Who only hover round the gay; 
Whose love, With their amusement ends, 
Nor lives beyond a fleeting day. 

But ah, how doubly sharp the pain. 
Which then receding feeling knows; 
When drove within itself again. 
It feeds upon its hidden woes. 



THE CHRISTIAN'S DEATH BED. 
Peaceful is the bed of death, 
Where the Christian dying lies;' 
And be freely yields his breath. 
Longs to mount above the skies. 

Lo! attending angels wait. 
To convey his spirit home; 
And he s^es the open gate, 
Hears his Saviour bid him come. 

Hark! bespeaks; ye friends, farewell; 
Farewell, till we meet again — 
Till we meet where angels dwell, 
Where's no sickness, death, nor pain. 

We shall live beyond the skies. 
Ever near our Saviour's faci; 
No, he faints, and calmly dies, 
Calmly ends his mortal race. 
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Oh, ye worldlings, would ye hxve 
Hope to cheer your gloomy way, 
Through the midnight of the grave. 
Up to realms of endless day? 

Then take up your daily cross. 
Follow Christ while life is given; 
For his love count all but loss, 
Ley yotur treasiare up in heaven. 



DEATH OF A YOUTH. 

We had hopes it was pleasure to nourish. 
Then how shall our sorrows be mute? 
That those bright buds of genius would flourish, 
And burst into blossoms and fruit. 

But our hopes and our prospects are shaded; 
For the plant that inspired them hath shed 
Its foliage all green and unfaded. 
Ere the beauty of spring-time hath fled. 

Like foam on the crest of the billow, - 
Which sparkles, and sinks from the sight; 
Like leaves of the wind-shaken willow, 
Tho' transiently, beauteously bright: 

Like dew drops, exhaPd as they glisten; 
Like perfume, which dies soon as shed; 
Like melody, hush'd while we listen. 
In memory's dream of the dead. 



BY ALZARi 

Ill-fated man! why are thy various schemes 
Short liv'd, and transient as the poet's dreams? 
Why from thy purpose swerves the wav'ring mind, 
The present knowing, but of the future blind? 



\ 
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Has thy Creator formM thy various powers , 
To trifle but with fancy's sportive hours? 
Has he not given some passion to the soul^ 
To guide her choice, and to direct the- whole 1 

Has he not stamp'd on virtue's lovely face. 
The seat of truth, and every winning -grace? 
Has he not given to vice a haggard form> 
And dark as demons of the xnidiii^t stom? 

Borne on the wing of fancy to the age. 
Declared primeval by the sacred page, 
Inscrib'd on Eden's native bower, we see 
The terms of fate, prescribed by Deity. 

Obey! in one unbroken silver tide. 
Shall lucid thought, and pure as ether, glide; 
Firm as the mountain rock thy great design; 
Distinct thine aim, as yonder stard that shine! 

But if regardless of the sacred law. 

All due allegiance, thou but on ce withdraw. 

Wild as rude chaos, let confusion reign, 

^0 wreck with devious cares thy tortur'd brain! 



ON SOLITUDE. 
It is not that my lot is low. 
That bids this silent tear to flow; 
It is not grief that bids me moan; 
It is, that I am all alone. 

In woods and glens I love to roam. 
When the tir'd bedger hies him home; 
Or by the wood and pool to rest, 
When pale the star looks on its breast. 

Yet when the silent ev'ning sighs 
With hallow'd airs and symphonies, 

5 
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My spirit takes another tone. 
And sighs that it is all alone. 

The autumn leaf is sear and dead; 
It floats upon tne water's bed: 
I would not be a leaf to die 
Without recording sorrow's sigh ! 

The' woods and winds with sullen wail. 
Tell, all, the same unvaried tale; 
I've none to smile, when 1 am free, 
And when I sigh, to sigh with me ! 

Yet in my dreams, a form I view. 
That thinks on me and loves me too; 
I start, and when the vision's flown, 
I weep that I am all alone. 



IN ANSWER TO SOLITUDE. 
But art thou thus indeed alone, 
Quite unbefriended, all unknown? 
And hast thou, then. His name forgot. 
Who form'd they frame and fix'd thy lott 

Is not his voice in evening's galel 
Be.ms not with Him, the stars so palel 
Is there a leaf can fade and die. 
Unnoticed by His watchful eye? 

Each fluttering hope, each anxious fear. 
Each lonely sigh, each silent tear. 
To thine Almighty friend is known : 
And say'st thou, thou " art all alone?" 



THE GRAVE OF THE DUELLIST. 
Who sleeps beneath this dreary mound? 
Whose ashes here repose?. 
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Say not 'tis hallowed ground ! 
There's blood upon the rose ! 

Does there a hero sleep beneath? 
Some chief of spotless fame? 
The flow'rets.here, no fragrance breathe, 
No marble speaks his name ! 

Is it the lover's withered form, 
That lies so dark and low? 
I hear no requiem but the storm, 
No mournful sound but woe ! 

Is it leligion's humble child 
That sleeps in silence here? 
Around this spot, so dread and wild, 
I view no friendly tear. 

No, he whose dust is here enshrin'd, 
Possess'd a ruffian's heart; 
No wreath by beauty's had entwin'd. 
Did fame to him impart. 

Religion wept not o'er his grave. 
No friend, his loss did mourn; 
He liv'd, of honour false, the slave, 
He died his country's scorn. 



WOMAN'S DETERMINATION, OR ATTACHMENT. 

Though he should spurn me, I will calmly bear 
His madness, and should sickness come and lay 
Its paralyzing hand upon him, then, 
I would with kindness, all my wrongs repay, 
Until the penitent should weep, and say, 
How injur'd, and how faithful I had been. 
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RESURRECTION^ 
Shall we be left forgotten in the dust. 
When fate, relenting, lets the flower reviveT 
Shall nature^R voioe> to man alone unjust. 
Bid him, though docm'd to perish, hope to livef 
Is it fair Tirtue oft must strive 
With disappointment, penury and pain? 
No: Heaven's immortal spring shall yet arrive. 
And man's majestic teauty bloom again. 
Bright through the eternal year of love's triumphant reigji 

WHY SHOULD THE HEART BE SAD? 
Oh! why should the heart «f the Christian be sad, 
Or his evening be shrouded ia gloom 1 , 
Say, why should he sigh, when hia fortunes are clad 
In night cloudsl there's light on the- tomb. 

And when from itfi thraldom, his spirit shall burst. 
Like the sun from tbe^ades that surround it^ 
It shall soar to yon heaven, aa pure as at first 
The dawn of the morning beam found it. 

Say, why should he weep that>th8 visioas of bliss 
Have flown, at his coming, untasted; 
Or grieve, that the hopes of a world, such as this> 
In the tempests were scattered and Mastedl 

His home is the light of the fathomless clime> 
And sorrow will but make it sweeter. 
To fly to eternity's bosom from time. 
On wings, by misfortune made fleeter. 

CAN I FORGET YOU? 
Can I forget you? Ask the silent hours. 
That glide unseen by every human eye : 
View me awhile when radiant morning pours 
Her glittering colours o'er the illumined sky. 
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Ask, while each lovely flower erects its head, 
And hails, with fragrance sweet, the rising mom, 
Why the fair tints, that once were mine, are fled. 
And left alone within my hreast the thomi 
Can I forget you? Ask the midnight hour. 
When all is silence round my lonely bed; 
'Tis then, for thee, I tears of anguish pour, 
And chase soft slumbers from my aching headj 
Or worn with grief, or spent with fruitless sighs. 
Should nature yield at length to sweet repose. 
In dreams I see thy form belov'u arise. 
And feel a sad renewal of my woes. 
Can I forget youl Ask a throne of grace; 
A throne where mourners love to pour their sighs. 
Unheard by all, save one, that holy place. 
Has witnessed oft, for thee, petitions rise. 



DISAPPOINTMENTS. 
I saw upon a passing stream, 
A gaudy bubble rise; 
Its hues were like the rainbow's beam; 
All beauty to the eyes. 

I stoop'd to seize it as my own, 
Whenlo ! the phantom broke; 
Lost was its fair enchanting form. 
Its prism'd, varied look. 

I saw a meteor, in the sky, 
Emit a flood of light; 
But soon it faded on the eye, 
And left a deeper night. 

I saw a morning's dewy drop^ 
Painting a glistning spray; 
I watched it till it dried up, 
Or silent fell away. 

5* 
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I saw a lovely blossom grow 
Upon a graceful stem; 
Its opening leaves disclosed to view, 
A brilliant dewy gem. 

I spread it to my raptur'd breast 
And calPd it all my own; 
When suddenly, an angry blast, 
Despoil'd its beauteous form. 

Its leaves were scatter'd in the wind ; 
Its fragrance on the air; 
And not a charm was left behind. 
Of what had seemed so fair. 

I saw the morning usher'd in. 
All tranquil and serene; 
Hush'd was the tempest's angry din, 
And not a cloud was seen. 

But soon, alas! a dreary cloud 
Obscures the orient sky; 
The thunder peals are long and loud. 
The vivid lightnings fly. 

Thus all the hopes of life decay. 
And leave my bosom bare; 
Bxpos'd to gusts of agony. 
And tempests of despair. 

With grief, despair, disgust, and pain. 
From earth my hopes shall turn; 
And seek for rest no where, but in 
The deep and lowly urn. 



POWERS OF THE ALMIGHTY 
Hath the Almighty hands? they lay 
In the dread balance every thought; 
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And like a fleeting atom, weigh 

The whole creation they have wr ough 

Feet hath he? Lo ! their path's unknown 
Where hangs the cloud in empty space? 
In heaven, where he hath made his throne 
Or earth his footstool, who can trace? 

Hath he an ear? the contrite mind. 
The sufleier in his lonely cell; 
The tear^of pentitence resign'd 
The sighs of answered prayer can tell. 

Hath he a voice? Its hreath controuls 
The thunders in their awful course; 
The wrathful tempest, ere it rolls; 
And ocean's proudly gathered force. 

Eyes hath he? yes they scan the heart; 
Explore deception's deepest flood, 
And through the dark-wove maze of art. 
Divide the evil from the good. 



A MOTHER'S TEARS. 
I saw heside the grassy tomh, 
A little coffin fair. 
And many gaz'd, as if the bloom 
Of Eden withered there. 

The little vessel, short and wide, 
Receiv'd a sigh from all, 
For two sweet infants, side by side, 
Were shrouded in one pall. 

And now their mv^ther at their head, 
Like marble stood, with grief, 
But every pearly tear she shed, 
Then seem'd to give relief. 
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She raited the napkin, o'er the^ spread. 
Which hid them from her view, 
Then bending o'er the coffin's head. 
She gazed a last adieu ! 

And OB their face, so cold and fair, 
Imprew'd the last fond kiss. 
And often would she then declare. 
No grief was e'er like this. 

What have I done to anger Qodt 
Oh! tell me now I pray, 
Why must I bear this heavy rod? 
Or see my infant's clay? 

I saw the aged pastor weep, 
When closely standing by; 
And long shall memory safely keep. 
His answer In reply. 

A shepherd long had sought, in vain. 
To cdU a wandering sheep; 
He strove to make its pathway plain. 
Through dangers thick and deep : 

But still the wanderer stood aloof. 
And still refused to come ; 
Nor would she ever bear reproof. 
Or turn to seek her home. 

At last, the gentle shepherd took 
Her little lambs from view. 
The mother turn'd with anguish'd look; 
She turn'd, and follow'd too. 



LINES. 
Rear'd in the lap of rural ease, 
Beneath affliction's wing. 
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I view'd the objects form'd to please , 
And early learnt to sing. 

Yet were my songs^ like nature, wild 
And unadornM by aft; 
But they my infant cares beguil'd, 
And soothM my youthful heart. 

At length with blasts severe and cold> 
Misfortune's gale did blow, 
And on the willow branch, behold 
My harp suspended low. 

But while the willow bent to kiss 
The limped stream that flows; 
Again I siezed my harp in bliss. 
And sang of all my woes. 



POETRY. 
'^ It is the gift of poetry alone. 
Where'er she moves, to consecrate the pl|iC6, 
To breathe round nature, sweets before unknown. 
And shed the loveliest tints upon their face." 



MISSIONARY'S DEPARTURE. 
Go! messenger of peace and love. 
To nations plung'd in shades of night. 
Like Gabriel, sent from fields above. 
Be thine to shed celestial light. 

On barren rock, and desert Isle, 
Go, bid the rose of Sharon bloom. 
Till arid wastes around the smile. 
Rich on the dews from morning womb. 

Got to the hungry food impart, 

To paths of peace, the wanderer guide. 
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And lead the thirsty, panting heart, 
Where streams of living waters glide. 

Go! bid the bright and morning Star> 
From Bethlehem's plain, resplendent shine; 
And piercing through the gloom afar. 
Shed heavenly love, and light divine. 

Go! to India's varied casts, proclaim 
The gospel's soft, but powerful voice; 
And at the blest Redeemer's name, 
Let ocean's lonely Isle rejoice. 

Proclaim salvation's joyful'sound — 
The deaf, with new delight shall hear: 
Tell them the Saviour binds each wound, 
And wipes the penitential tear. 

Thou art weak — the Lord is strong — 
He will confirm thy feeble arm; / 

His servants shall not suffer wrong. 
Nor wrath of man, his prophets harm. 

From north to south, from east to west, 
Messiah yet shall reign supreme; 
His name by every tongue confess'd. 
His praise by universal theme. 

Then faint not in the day of toil, 
When harvests wait the reaper's hand; 
Go! gather in the glorious spoil. 
And joyful in His presence stand. 

Thy love a rich reward shall find. 
From Him who sits enthron'd on high; 
For they who turn the erring mind, 
Shall shine, like stars, above the sky. 



/ 
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THE DEPARTURE OF JUDITH FRIZZELL, OF t>ERU. 
Go! little band, in Jesus' name, 
Go to the savage tribes, proclaim 
The sufferings of your dying Lord, 
Teach them to read bis holy word. 

To instruct the young, the unculturM youth, 
The way to happiness and truth; 
That they may sing redeeming love. 
And dwell with God, in heaven above. 

Whatever trials may assail. 

May you, through Christ, your strength prevail ; 

Nor ever from your duty stray, 

Though savage beasts obstruct the way. 

And though in deserts dark and drear. 
May there be some kind angel near. 
To shield you in your trackless way. 
And guard you all both night and day. 

United may our prayers ascend. 
To Jesus, that Almighty friend. 
Whose power can save you from all harm, 
And shield you from death's dismal form. 

And when you leave yoin: native land, 
T' obey your sovereign's pigh command, 
May you receive the sure reward. 
That's promis'd in his holy word. 

Psurents, and friends, a long farewell ! 
Oh may we meet in heaven to dwell. 
In those blest realms of bliss above. 
Where all is peace and joy and love. 

Once more, we bid a last adieu ! 
Dry up your tears, ye chosen few; 
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And let this thought your grief assuage. 
That Jesus lives through every age. 



A MIRACLE OF GRACE. 
Hail ! my ever blessed Jesus, 
Only thee, I wish to sing; 
To my soul, thy name is precious. 
Thou my Prophet, Priest, and King. 

Oh! what mercy flows; 

Oh! what joy and happiness; 

Love I've much; I've much forgiven; 

I'm a miracle of grace. 

Once with Adam's race, in him. 

Unconcern 'd in sin I lay; 
[ Swift destruction still pursuing, 

I Till my Saviour pass'd by. 

Witness all ye hosts of heaven. 
My Redeemer's tenderness. 
Love I've much; I've much forgiven; 
I'm a miracle of grace. 

Shout, ye bright angelic choir, 
Praise the Lord enthron'd above, 
' Whilst, astonished, I admire 

God's free grace, and boundless love. 

That blest moment, I receiv'J him, 
Fill'd my soul with joy and peace. 
Love I've much; I've much forgiven; 
I'm a miracle of grace. 



LINES 
On being asked to attend a B(dl, New Years. 
And is it thus we trifle with our life, 
And froUck round the tomb of each past year? 
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The weary suu bow hastens to the goal. 

Whence to take up onee more his daily round, 

Yet as he nears the mark, seems to delay. 

That mortals may reflect. Sure, methinVs, 

At such an hour, a mind contemplative, * 

"Should be inspired with sentiments profound; 

Forgetting all the frivolous parade 

Of tasteless folly, and of jovial feasts. 

CJome, then, thou silken son of pleasure's maze; 

For whom, each day is made a song of mirth; 

Come, let us search the stores of human bliss. 

Would'st dance the year away t Would'st have the steeds 

Of time more swift 7 more rapid in their course t 

Why not look round upon this world, and pause, and think 

How many houseless wanderers brave the cold winds t 

•Or in some cheerless hut, chill'd with rude winter's blasti^? 

Steep the hard crusts with tears, which stinted charity has 

given ! 
How many fall beneath the sword of war. 
Whose orphan sighs are never heard abroad ! 
What countless thousands pine in secret want, 
Or stretched on beds of languishment and pain, 
Pour out the bitter dregs of life's frail cup ! 
Tell not, then, of earthly happiness: 
There's nothing in this life deserves the name; 
'Tis only in the hours of calm reflection. 
When sighs are breathed for pleasures past and gone.. 
That we are sensible, how few, how short, ^ 

The world's enjoyments are. Has fortune fill'd 
0\xx lap, and crown'd our anxious toil with gold? \ 
Are we in purple cloth'd, fare sumptuously? 
Still close at hand the warning spirit cries, 
**Thou shalt not always sleep on beds of down." 
If 4ur'd to mingle with the heedless crowd 
That throng the festive haU, with tinsel deck'd, 
Where human woes ar« all forgot; where vice, 

6 
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And human follies reign > still conscience cries^ 

''The grave is silent, and the tomb is dark." 

Do friends attend us through our pilgrimage 1 

We know, behind our fancied joys, there lurks 

An hour of change; this robs the cup of bliss 

Of half its sweets, and blasts the opening flower. 

Fools that we are, to chase a phantom never to be gra^'d 

Nor yield the vain pursuit till, in the grave. 

The tantalizing scene is for ever clos*d. 

When the declining year has taken her dight 

To dark oblivion's cave, who will not say, 

So«ie long expected good has been denied! 

Some dear enjoyment severed from his heart. 

Or haply, some lov'd friend, who, one year since^ 

Return'd the mutual health and happiness. 

Now call'd to the realms of peace above ! 

Who has not shed the holy dew of grief. 

Upon another's bierl Or slowly paced 

Amid the solemn throng, with sighs and tears. 

To see a brother's relics laid in the dust? 

Say, then, is this the good, for which we live? 

Are these the joys that charm the feeling breast? 

Are these the roses which invite the touch! 

And shed their fragrance round our chequer'd ps^bl 

Ah! rather does not this convince the mind, 

Thieit we are helpless insects of a day! 

'Tis but a day, that we are allow'd to buz. 

And sport our gaudy errors in the sun: 

Soon do the shades of evening gather around — 

We rest in darkness — and we sleep in death. 

Each herb, alas! that withers on the green;. 

Each flower of odorous scent, or purple hue; 

Wakes to new life, at the soft call of spring. 

We men, the great, the puissant, and the wise, 

Chill'd by the touch of death, unseen, unknown^ 

Sleep in the grave, an everlasting night ! 

Cease, then, child of an hasty hour ! boast not 
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f toys, 80 poor, so beggarly as these: 
iThy spend the wick of life's poor shallow lamp, 
a search of pleasures through a joyless wastel 
[ush, hush the sigh that heaves thy angush'd breast- 
liere is another, and a better world. 



The following are the effusions of a heart that too xotU 

knows what sorrow is. 

Come, dusky shadows of the night. 
Companions of the midnight hour. 
Sleep bind your fillets o'er my head. 
And silence guard the lonely bower. 

Ah come, this restless mind engage. 
Sooth it with a retrospective bliss, 
Recall the joys of early age. 
And all the present gloom dismiss. 

Give me one golden moment past. 
Of those when prosperous fortune smiPd, 
When friendship sooth'd each passing care, 
And pleasure's syren voice beguil'd. 

Call back those dreams of fond romance. 
That lur'd me with specious name, 
With faith^s firm pledge, with honour's vow, 
Love's soft deceit, and transient ^flame. 

Dreary and toilsome is the past. 
When life's ideal ^eenes are flown; 
When kind ill^i^ions cheat no more,- 
And sober rei^son claims her own. 

Those visioi\s soft as air once play'd 
Their enchanting group around my head— * 
Their fatal charms, seductive day, 
Haye ^wept my all of happiness. 
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The worhrs wide desert I survey, 
With fainting steps and cheerless breast- - 
No soul congenial blends with mine — 
} taste no joys — I feel no rest. 

Feed the bright forms that fancy Mores, 
Nor hope's gay phantom cheer my eyes: 
Oh! drown the sense of present woe; 
Oh! save roe from a reality^ 



PALESTINE MISSION. 
Oft have our souls, when merged in sin's dark gloom 
Xurn'd to the wondrous theme, Christ and his tomb. 
Our faith depress 'd, has oft to Calvary fled. 
To view our Savio ur mingled with the dead, — 
Slain for our sins; his vital blood there spilt. 
To save a ruin'd world — to expiate man's guilt. 

W e've raUg'd the garden — seen the bloody sweat 

Fall to the ground, aroupd the sufferer's feet^ 

We've listened to his groans, in anguish there. 

When Satan strove to drive him to despair. 

We've censur'd the disciples' heedless sleep. 

When vast occasion call'd to watcfi, and pray, and weep. 

Our dearest Lord we've view'd beneath his weighty load t 

Anon, with hands and feet spik'd fast to fatal wood ! 

Six hours of pain his bleeding heart endures. 

While God's forsaking smile the keenest pangs ensures. 

^is finishM ! our Immanucl loudly cried — 

The painful work is done! Then bow'd his head and die4. 

Our faith and zeal, at what ensued, have burn'd. 
The world conuvls'd — ^thc sun to darkness turn'd. 
We've view'd the sacred vault where Jesus lay, 
Lock'd up in death, until the appointed day — 
His followers sunk in gloom — while hateful foes. 
Exulting:^ seal 'd the stone, and guarded his repcw^ 
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' The scene revers'd we've hail'd, the stone gave way, 
.: The guards, the tomb, and death, resign'd their prey! 
Yes, Jesus rose; we've heard his friends rejoice. 
To see their God and hear his gracious voice. 
Dismay and guilt, o'erwhelm'd the muiderous bands. 
Whose horrid shame thenceforth should echo thro' all lands. 

When forty days expir'd, behold him rise 

To his exalted throne, beyond the skies: 

And yet, we've scarcely half believed the theme! 

Yea, often slept, as though 'twere all a dream. 

The time, the place, alas! they're far away, 

Like some event, scarce known, of some far distant day. 

But hark! our Missionaries lift their voice! 

Parsons and Fisk, well known, awake our joys. 

They've seen Jhe place, on Calvary's Mount they Ve wept. 

Knelt at the tomb, where our redeemer slept. 

Those scenes they've realized, their faith renew'd. 

That Christ indeed descended, suffer'd, rose, is God. 

One folio w'd soon his Lord above the skies; 

The other stays to help our faith to rise. 

His Journal from the place we eager read. 

Our zeal is fir'd, our hearts e'en leap and bleed: 

Yes, there my Saviour died, awoke, and rose; 

Let faith now draw her sword and slay his deadly foer. 

Such things, there penn'd, transport me to the place 
Where once transpir'd those wondrous scenes of graces 
I^ too, can gaze, and weep, and kneel, and pray! 
The truth is seal'd ! my soul would wing her way. 
Begone, thou flinty heart ! let griefs and joys. 
Mingle henceforth and flow, while love my life employs. 

My listening soul perceives the truths divine, 
Which in prophetic pages long combine. 
That Abraham's sons again shall hail the land, 

6* 
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Long made their own by heaven's supreme command; 
And this event shall fire man's faith, and prove 
"Life firom the dead." to Gentile lands, and fill the worW 
with love. . 



FLEETING JOYS. 

Build'stthou on wealth? its wings are ever spread^ 
Its trusting votaries to elude, and fail : 
On science? see! his favourite sons have fled. 
Like the pale lamp that lit their midnight toil; 
Forgotten as the flower that deck'd the vernal soil. 

Build'st thou on love? the simple heart it che«rs. 
When high in health, and all around is gay; 
Yet leads to folly, vanity, and tears. 
Build'st thou on fame? the dancing meteor's ray. 
Glides not more swift,' more uuperceived away. 

Ah! why on sands like these, thy temple rear? 

How shall its base the storms and billows shun ! 

Seek the eternal rock, with humble fear. 

And on the tablet of each setting sun. 

Grave with a diamond's point, some deed of duty done. 

If thou art young; the words of wisdom weigh. 
Mature; the gathering ills of life, beware; 
Aged; oh, make his mighty arm thy stay. 
Who saves the weakest suppliant from despair. 
And bids the darken'd tomb a robe of glory wear. 



THE CHARACTER OF COMPANY. 

The crowds whom we smile with, when gladness is ours. 
Are Summer's bright blossoms, and Autumn's gay stores; 
But the friend on whose breast, we in sorrow repose. 
That friend, is the winter's lone, beautiful rose. 
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ON PITY. 
Sweet is the murmur of the gale, 
That whispers through the summer's grove, 
Soft is the tone of friendship's ta^le, 
And softer still the voice of love; 
Yet softer far the tears that 'flow, 
To mourn, to sooth, another's wo. 

Richer than richest diadem. 

That glitters on the monarch's hrow; 

Purer than ocean's purest gem, 

Or all that wealth, or art, can show. 

The drop that swells in pity's eye — 

The tear of sensibility. 

Is there a spark in earthly mould. 
Fraught with one ray of heavenly firel 
Does man one trait of virtue hold. 
That even angels must admire 1 
That spark, is pity's radiant glow — 
That trait, the tear for other's woe. 

Let true philosophy descry 
The noblest feelings of the mind ; 
Let wretched sophists madly try 
To prove a pleasure more refin'd; 
They only strive in vain to steal 
A tenderness they cannot feel. 
Yes, brighter than suns shines the tear 
That trickles o'er misfortune's bier. 

To sink in nature's last decay, 
Without a friend to mourn the fall. 
To mark its embers die away, 
Deplor'd by none, unwept by all — 
This, this, is sorrow's deadliest cyrse. 
Nor hate, nor hell, can form a worse. 
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Take wealth; I know its paltry worth: 
Take honour; it will pass tiway: 
Take power; I scorn the bounded earth: 
Take pomp; its trappings soon decay — 
But spare me, grant me, pity's tear. 
To sooth my wo, and mourn my bier. 



THE WORKS OF CREATION. 
Oft would I view, in admiration lost. 
Heaven's sumptuous canopy, and starry host; 
With levell'd tube and astronomic eye. 
Pursue the planets whirling thro' the sky. 
Immeasurable vaults! where thunders roll, 
And fork'd lightnings flash from pole to pole. 
Say, railing infidel, canst thou survey 
Yon ^lobe of fire, that gives the golden day?^ 
Th' harmonious structure of this vast machine, 
And not confess its architect divine? 
Then go, vain wretch! tho' deathless be thysoul^ 
Go, swell the riot,, and exhaust the bowl ! 
Plunge into vice, humanity resign; 
Qo fill the sty, and bristle into swine; 
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THE HOPE OF SLAVES. 
Hope still consoles the fetter 'd slave; 
And 'midst the clank of chains he works and sings. 

THE SAFETY OF INNOCENCE. 
Who would rob a hermit of his weeds. 
His few books, or his beads, or maple dish? 
Or do his gray hairs any violence? 
But Beauty, like the fair Hesperian tree 
Laden with blooming gold, had need the guard 
Of dr?gon watch, with unenchanted eye. 
To save her blossoms and defend her fruit 
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From the rash hand of bold incontinence. 

You might as well spread out the unsunn'd heaps 

Of miser's treasure's by an outlaw'd den, 

And tell me it was safe, and bid me hope 

Danger would wink on opportunity, 

And let a single helpless maiden pass 

Uninjur'd in this wild surrounding waste. 

Well for them were they all arm'd lilte 

Wise Minerva, unconquered virgin. 

With a snaky headed gorgon shield. 

Wherewith she freezed her foes to cbngeaPd stone. 



THE DEATH OF THE AGED. 
" It was an hour of silence, and I stood 
With weepers near a couch, where the pale lampr 
Stream'd o'er a breathing skeleton. That bcow. 
Had borne a century's furrows, and those eyes, ^ 
Whose shrivell'd sockets ask'd the seal of death. 
Sightless, were fix'd upon the world. Those l^} 
Attenuate, quiver'd, and a groan burst forth. 
Heavy and long as though the chariot wheels 
Of life «tood still. Again, there was a pause 
Of awful silence. Then a wither'd hand 
Was slowly rais'd, and held awhile in air. 
Swinging and trembling like some broken reed,^ 
While a low, hollow murmur, from the breast 
Sepulchral rose. I fear'd the dying man 
Warn'd some foul fiend, who o'er his conflict frowh'd 
They told me 'twap a prayer to Him who bought 
The soul with blood. Back fell that wasted hand, 
And the sharp features settled, as if sleep 
Had stolen the work of death. But all 't once 
Cold drops came o'er the forehead, and a rush 
Of naturb to her citadel, announced 
The foe. Oh God! there was a bitter cry 
Of agony; and that deep labouring breast; 
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Heav'd in the tossing sea. I fled away; 
For 'twas a fearful sight to see stern deatli 
Break, the soul's prison-house. Again I turn'd 
To that distressful l»ed ; but all was peace. 
Where was no pain upon the marble brow; 
The temple rack'd no more, and the white shroud 
Lay in light folds around the sleeper's breast. 
I s&t me by his side, and thought how sweet 
To change the travail and sorrow of the world 
For long repose ; the ghastliness of age, 
For youth immortal ; and the strife of death 
For a Redeemer's welcome " 



COMPASSION. 
Daughter of Heaven! it is thy genial soul 
Can soften grief, and lull the sternest fear; 
^Tis thou canst ^ft the phrenzied heart controul. 
And wipe from sorrow's eye the swelling tear. 

Behold! where poverty, in vile attire, 
Sits o'er some cheerless victim, as her prey; 
Thy gentle hand, with kind, subduing power. 
Her rudest grasp attempting to allay. 

Thy accents mild doth pleasing transport bring. 
E'en to that heart to wretchedness consign'd; 
Or where, if sickness droops her haggard wing. 
Canst smooth the brow by care and illness pain'd. 



VIEW OF THE WORLD. 
As on the world I gaze with fearful eye. 
And mark the vast expanse to wander through, 
My full heart heaves with many a deep drawn sigh^ 
And almost trembles at the awful view. 

Where lies my path amidst this wond'rous waste? 
Hung with dark clouds, or circled in serene? 
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What is the bourne to which I daily haste? 
What the dread changes of the future scenet 

Lost in the dark mists of futurity-^- 
Forever hid from my unbidden gaze — 
They rest Almighty One, they rest with thee : 
Wise and inscrutable are all thy ways. 

The humble creature thou hast deign'd to make 
Here also rests. Thy mercies I have prov'd. 
Deep in this heart a holy trust they wake. 
To bid me bear the ills of life unmov'd. 

Vain terrors cease! Go, spirit mail'd in worth. 
HallowM, not injur'd, by the trials giv'n. 
And look upon the varied ills of earth 
But as the pains which purify for heaven. 



MODERATION IN OUR PLEASURES. 
How oft does passion's grasp destroy 
The pleasures that it strives to gain — 
How soon the thoughtless course of joy^, 
Is doomed to terminate in pain. 

When prudence would thy steps delay. 
She but restrains to make thee blest: 
Whatever from joy she lops away 
But heightens and secures the rest. 

Wouldst thou a trembling flame expand, 
That hastens in the lamp to diel 
With careful touch, with sparing hand. 
The feeding stream of life supply. 

But if thy flask profusely sheds 
A rushing torrent o'er the blaze. 
Swift round the sinking flame it spreads. 
And kills the Are it fain would raise. 
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TO ^*- 

^18 not alone when eyes are bright, 
And lips in gayest smiles are drest, 
That we may say the heart is light. 
The passions calm, the mind at rest. 

For oft will sunlight's brightest beams 
Shed radiance o'er a lonely tomb: 
But oh! the light that only seems. 
Is worse than darkness' deepest gloom. 

Thus, though the smiles of cheerfulness 
May hide from sight an aching heart — 
They cannot make its misery less, 
Nor bid the frowns of fate depart. 

And though no tears bedew the eye. 
Nor outward signs of grief appear, 
The brain may burn without a sigh — 
The heart may burst without a tearl 



HOW FRAIL ARE RICHES. 
How frail are riches and their joys! 
Morn builds the heap which eve destroys; 
Yet can they leave one sure delight, — 
The thought that we've empldy'd them right. 

k 

Can hoarded gold dispel the gloom 
That death must shed around his tombt 
Or cheer the ghost which hovers there. 
And fills with shrieks the desert air? 



TO AN INTERESTING STRANGER SEEN AT CHCRC 
Lady, thy cheek is very pale. 
And that desponding eye appears 
Ais if each florid hope did fail, 
That flush'd among thy younger years. 
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Thou art unhappy; and perhaps 
The churchyard tells the aching tale, 
That all thy earthly comfort wraps, 
And malces thy widow'd cheek so pale. 

And thou hast prov'd, what all must prove, 
Whose hopes have sunk too deep in bliss, 
That 'tis but shadows that we love. 
In such a wavering world as this. 

The quiet scenes of former days. 
Have pass'd forever from thy view; 
And all that meets thy present gaze. 
Is £older than the corpse's dew. 

Not one kind bosom left, whereon 
Thy fainting head awhile could rest — 
All, all that lov'd thee, lady, gone! 
What, even him who lov'd thee best? 

Ah! if 'tis so — this heart can feel. 
And fain would whisper peace to thine; 
For^eath began by times to steal 
The friends that once could gladden mine. 

And now when I behold a face. 
Where sorrow's ghastly signals wave, 
It seems as if a kindred race-*- 
Brother, or sister, was in the grave. 

Its shuddering truths we're early taught, 
By lessons roughly froze in tears; 
Which, if we read them as we ought. 
Will sanctify our future years, 

And^uide us to the feet of him. 
Who holds the heavens in his hand; 
Who sooths the eye that's damp and dim. 
And turns it to a friendlier land—* 

7 
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Where moulded hopes again shall bloom ,. 
Where mourning hearts are freed from care^ 
Beyond the deserts of the tomb. 
In bright and blissful union there. 



TO 



Oh, for some lone, sequester'd shade. 
To breathe apart the secret sigh; 
Where transient life might sweetly fade^ 
And all these hopes and fears would die! 

For oh! this world is void of truth — 
Its fleeting scenes are fading fast; 
And •re we pluck the flowers of youth> 
They wither in misfortune's blast! 

And what can calm the wretch's grief> 
Or kindly sooth his aching heart! 
And what can give the soul relief. 
When mis'ry aims the poison'd dart? 

Is it the warmth of friendship's smile^ 
Whose gilded beams deceitful glow? 
Or can its accents false, beguile, 
Or still the burning cares of wo! 

Ah no! this world's delusive dream. 
Can ne'er the wounded heart restore : 
No sun of joy can ever beam 
On flowers that liv'd — but live no more. 

Yet if memory ere shall stray 

O'er joys, that pass'd like summer cloud. 

Forget me not, tho' far away, 

Tho' early wrapt in sorrow's shroud. 

I ask not for the tutor'd sigh, 

That breathes from lips and hearts of shame; 
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Let but a tear bedew thine eye, 
'Tis all I ask— 'tis all I claim. 



HAPPINESS NOT SURE. 

The flaunting crowd, that seem so gay, 
May please you for awhile; 
But joy with these doth rarely stay, 
Or sweet contentment's smile. 

The splendid dome that proudly rears 
Its gilded roof on high, 
Full oft conceals pale envy's tears. 
And disappointment's sigh. 

Our pleasures are born, but to die, 
They're link'd to our hearts but to sever ; 
And, like stars shooting down a dark sky. 
Shine loveliest when fading forever. 



Addressed to a Lady, who asked the writer , If she was not 

always happy. 

Oh Lady! couldst thou hear the sigh. 
The secret sigh that heaves my breast; 
Or view the tear that dims mine eye. 
Thou wouldst not think me always blest. 

There is a gi^ief that always lingers here; 
In my warm heart its weight is known: 
It claims no sympathetic tear; 
'Tis known and felt by me alone. 

For I the smiling season knew. 
And mem'ry will yet the scene trace, 
When the bright hours in rapture flew, 
Not sorrow in my heart had a place. 
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With fancy's pencil dipt in dreams. 
The scenes of future life I drew; 
And tun'd my harp to airy themes, 
And sang of joys forever new. 

But youth's warm blush has left my cheek. 
And joy has bid my heart farewelL 
But oh! my griefs I will not speak. 
My wrongs I must not, cannot tell. 

Then, lady, yet the bliss is mine, 
To hope for scenes beyond the tomb; 
Where joy perennial wreaths shall twine^ 
And sin and sorrow never come^ 

Then, lady, though I wear a smile. 
And mingle oft in converse gay, 
'TIS but my sorrows to beguile, 
^Tis but to chase my cares away. 

Yes, when I feel my Saviour's love. 
And in his death my interest know. 
And view by faith the realms abov^.. 
My soul exults, and longs to go. 

In hopes of that eternal rest, 
I gladly now endure the cross; 
Clasp the Redeemer to my breast. 
And count all other gain but loss. 

I'm happy when the promis'd land 
By faith's extatic light I see; 
On that blest shoie I soon shall stand. 
And there I hope to meet with thee. 



WHAT IS TIME? 
I ask'd an aged man, a man of cares, 
Wrinkled, and bent, and white, with hoary hairs,: 
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*'Time is lh<5 warp of life," he said; oh tell 

The young, the gay, the fair, to weave it well! 

I asked^ the ancient, venerable dead, 

Sages who wrote, and warriors who bled : 

From the cold grave a hollow murmur flowed, 

^'Tirne sowed the seed we reap in this abode!" 

I asked a dying sinner, ere the tide 

Of life had left his veins. " Time," he repliM, 

*'Pve lost it! Ah! the treasure!" and he died. 

I asked the golden sun and silent spheres, 

Those bright chronometers of days and years; 

They answer'd — '' Time is but a meteor glare," 

And bade us for eternity prepare. 

I asked the seasons, in their annual round, 

Which beautify, or desolate the ground : 

And they replied, {no oracle more wise,) 

"Tis folly's blank, and wisdom's highest prize!" 

I asked a spirit, lost; but oh, the shriek 

That pierced my soul ! I shudder while I speak, 

It cried, '^ a particle! a speck! a mite! 

Of endless years, duration infinite!" 

Of things inanimate, my dial I 

Consulted: it made me this reply, 

**Time is the season fair of living well, 

The path of glory, or the path of hell." 

I asked my Bible, and methinks it said, 

*' Time is the present hour, the past is fled. 

Live: live to-day; to-morrow never yet 

On any human being rose or set." 

I asked old father Time, at last; 

But in a moment he flew swiftly past. 

His chariot was a cloud, the reinless wind 

His noiseless steeds, which left no trace behind. 

I asked the mighty angel, who shall stand 

One foot on sea, and one on solid land; 

7# 
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'* By heaven, I swear, the misery is o'erj 

Time was/' he cried, *^ but time shall be no nore/' 



AFFLICTIONS. 
When sorrow, with a grasp which knows no mercy. 
Fastens its vulture fangs within our breasts, 
And holds us victims of his dire embrace. 
Where can we fly for succour, for support? 
When disappointment bears away the joys. 
Which we most fondly cherish'd: when we knew 
No days of sadness : when the grave contains 
Our dearest earthly hopes, and we are left 
To feel the anguish of a broken heart, 
To what dear object can we cling? And where. 
Where, in the wide extent of nature, art. 
And fancy, can we findta substitute? 
When storms and tempests, chill and pitiless. 
Rudely assail our shivering, aching frames. 
Where can we find a welcome refuge? Where 
Can the weary, fainting soul find rest? 
Alas! . I knew not once: but now I know. 
To thee, oh God, I look, and cling, and trust. 
My Saviour, God, and learn thy will divine. 



REFLECTIONS FOR AN ALBUM. 

For me, oh world! no chaplet weave; 
Thy frowns I fear not, and believe 
Thy winter smiles, thy summer glow. 
Deceptive as retiring snow : 
Then not for me thy chaplet weave. 
For all thy pleasures but deceive. 
Let Beauty, with its eyes of fire. 
With maddening love the gay inspire! 
Let War, in panoply array'd, 
Unsheath the. chieftain's ready blade! 
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Let Glory rear its plumed crest, 
And dazzle with its glittering vest; 
Yet not for me thy chaplet weave, 
Thy smiles are false, thy hopes deceive. 
Let the cup of Pleasure teem 
With draughts from fair Calypso's stream; 
Which shrouds the soul's immortal frame 
Beneath the brute's degraded frame : 
Though fair the flowers that here entice, 
All, all too costly in the price : 
Such chaplet, therefore, do not weave. 
Thy flowers decay — thy draughts deceive. 
Nor weave for me Ambition's wreath. 
It is the bloody meed of death; 
Asp-like, foul murder nestles there, 
Entwin'd with grim folds of despair. 
And oh| weave not the wreath that binds 
The brows of sordid, selfish minds : 
Like these entwine no wreath for me. 
They show too much, oh world, of thee. 
Not the bright wreath of Riches twine. 
Dug from Golconda's purest mine. 
Nor dazzling stones,* that proudly gem 
An empire's envied diadem. 
No! twine for me the Christian's crown. 
Be virtue still my best renown; 
And let the wreath, that decks my brow. 
From pure Religion's branches grow. 



ON VIEWING THE SUFFERING OF CHRIST. 
Here, melt, my heart, at thought of what I've been. 
And what the Saviour hath perform'd for me. 
I've been a rebel — He my dying friend. 
Me he remembered — Him I've forgot, 
Tho' he was worthy the regard of all, 
And I unworthy of the smallest n o t ice , 
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E*en of mankind, and how much more of His. 

Why did he suffer death for such a wormi 

Oh! never, never can I mourn enough. 

Oh! could my finger's touch the mournful key. 

How sad, how solemn, should the tones he play'd ! 

Or could my tongue like Jeremy's lament. 

The plaintive strain should swell, " My Saviour's dead!" 



WHY DO WE LIVE.^ 

Why do we live? . Is it to spend 

In folly's gay career. 

Each passing hour, and lose for age. 

The quickly speeding year; 

To live for joys, the heart must own, 

Are empty all, and vain; 

To sow in youth the bitter seeds 

Of agony, and pain? 

Why do we live? Is it to grasp 

The honours of a name, 

Through war, and peril madly seek 

The idle bauble, Fame? 

The victor's wreath, the laurell'd crown, 

Are moist with human gore ; 

Why seek ye joys like these? ask not 

The soul of man for more. 

Why do we live? does avarice yield 

Her tempting stores to thee? 

Oh! fly the gift and 'scape the hours 

Of lengthened misery. 

For sleepless nights, and bitter cares. 

Attend the hoarded store ; 

Then seek ye not the glittering gem, 

Dig not the mine for ore. 
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Why do we livel Is it to bask 

In beauty's sunny smiles t 

And wrapt in love, to yield our hearts 

To woman's artful wiles t 

Yet shun the chain, though made of gold 

Its links are firm and sure; 

The shafts for once within the heart, 

In vain we seek a cure. 

Why do we live? Far nobler aims 

Inspire the human soul, 

Than glory's crown, or" love's delight, 
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Or pleasure's wanton bowl. 
All nature yields her ample page. 
And courts the curious eye; 
And freely there we revel on, 
Unconscious of satiety. 

Why do we live 1 the Atheist asks, 

To die, and be forgot 1 

A nobler fate, the Christian claims, 

A holier, happier lot. 

We live to fit us for the hour. 

When all things shall decay — 

We live to gain a brighter realm, 

When earth shall fade away. 



MOUNTAIN PINK, 
"fiweet little flow'ret of the rocks. 
Exposed to nature's rudest shocks: 
In noon-day sun no cooling shade 
To shelter thy defenceless head. 
And how gladly would this hand 
Transport thee to some genial land. 
Where J might view thy fruits expahd. 
Not like some friendless orphan. 
Waste all thy sweetness on the wild; 
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But still, perhaps,. thou bloom'st more fair. 

In thy own native mountain air: 

Expos'd to every gazer's eye. 

Thy beauties soon might droop and die. 

So rest thee where a hand divine 

Hath plac'd that modest form of thine. 

And bloom away thy little life 

Far from the world's contagious strife; 

And when thy summer reign is o'er. 

Serenely sleep to wake no more. 

Till genial suns and vernal skies 

Shall bid the slumb'ring flowret rise. 

And clothe with life the op'ning year. 

Then, with new beauty, reappear.' 
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THE CHARMS OF NATURE. 

I love the beams of orient day. 
That light upon the mountain. 
Or tremble in the dew drop's ray. 
Or sparkle on the fountain. 

riove the soft moon's silver light. 
Around my pillow gleaming, 
Or trembling thro' the shades.of night. 
Or on the ocean beaming. 

I love to gaze upon the ocean. 
When moonlight slumbers on it; 
Or when the storm in wildest motion, 
And tempest roll uj[$on it. 

I love the latest, ling'ring lines 
That gild the western sky. 
When day's departing glory shines, 
And melts to vacancy. 
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I IbVe the fitful breeze's sigh 
Amongst the foliage creeping; 
Or whispering many a modony 
Above death's captives sleeping. 

I love the starlight's trembling glow> 
From heaven's arch'd azure beaming 
Upon a world where sorrows flow. 
And tears are hourly streaming. 

i love the solitude of night« 
With awful silence crown'd. 
When not a passing gleam of light 
Atiiidst its shades is found. 

I love the blushing modesty 
Of the young flow'ret's vest. 
When dew drops sparkle in its eye. 
And sunbeams light its crest. 

I love thee. Nature! whether night 
Circles with sable arms. 
Or all the lustre of the light 
Blooms on thy living charms. 

I love thee! whether tempests shroud 
Thy glories in a storm; 
Or when the gloomy thunder cloud 
Emits the lightning's form. 

But oh! thy charms so passing sweet, 
And glories quickly fade; 
Thy fairest forms beneath our feet. 
Will speedily be laid. 

Then kindlings of a brighter scene, 
Beyond thy bound'ries rise; 
A veiled glory dims the sheen 
Of heaven's sublunar skies. 
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There are joys that never fade, 
Glories that never die; 
Delights perennial, boundless made, 
To bloom eternally. 



LINES FOR A TESTAMENT. 

The proudest works of genius shall decay, 
And reason's brightest lustre fade away, 
The sophist's art, the poet's boldest flight. 
Shall sink in darkness and conclude in night: 
But faith, triumphant over time shall stand. 
Shall grasp the sacred volume in her hand. 
Back to the source of heavenly gift convey; 
Then in a flood of glory melt away. 



RELIGION. 

Can pleasure^ gay, fantastic train, 
Or mirth's distracting voice. 
Free the sad heart from sorrow's reign. 
Or bid the soul rejoice? 

'Tis far beyond this world's weak power. 
To calm the troubled breast; 
Nor geniuf '. ray, nor wisdom's lore, 
Can sooth our cares to rest. 

Not all creation's varied grace. 
When vernal season's roll. 
Can the deep lines of grief efface, 
Or memory's power control. 

Then, why should man, whom heav'n illumes 

With rays of light divine. 

To error's deepen'd, sombre glooms 

His mental power's confice? 
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'^f IS thine, Religion! soothing power, 
To give the smile of ease, 
And on adversity's dark hour 
To pour the tide of peace. 



BURYING OF A YOUTH. 
There was an open grave — and many an eye 
LookM down upon it. Slow the sahle hearse 
MovM on, as if reluctantly it bare 
The yoiing, unwearied form to that cold couch 
Which age, and sorrow, render sweet to man. 
There seem'd a sadness in the humid air. 
Lifting the long grass from those verdant mounds 
where slumber multitudes. 



-There was a train 



Of shining tresses. Arm in arm they came. 
And stood upon the brink of the dark pit. 
In pensive beauty, waiting the approach 
Of their companion. She was wont to fly 
And meet them, as the gay bird meets the spring. 
Brushing the dew drop from the morning flowers. 
And breathing mirth and gladness. Now she came, 
With movements fashion'd to the deep-tonM bell; 
Came with the mourning sire, and sorrowing friend, 
And tears of those, who at her side, were nurs'd 
By the same mother. 



-Ah! and one was there. 



Who ere the fading of the summer rose, 
Had hopM to greet her as his bride. But death 
Arose between them. The pale lover watch'd 
So dose,' her journey thro' the shadowy vale. 
That almost to his heart, the ice of death 
Enter'd from hers. There was a brilliant flush 
Of youth about her, and her kindling eye 
Pour'd such unearthly light, that hope would hang 
Even on the archer's arrow, while it dropp'd 

8 
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Deep poison. M«ii)r a-nstleai night ^e itoilM 
For that slight breath which held her from the tomb. 
Still wasting like a snow wreath, which the son 
Marks for his own, on some cool moontain's breast, 
Tet spares and tinges long with rosy light. 
—Oft o'er the musings of her silent couch. 
Came visions of that matron form, which bent 
With nursing tenderness to sooth and bless 
Her cradle dream, and her emaciate hand 
In trembling prayer she rais'd; that He, who sav'd 
The sainted mother, would recreem the child. 
Was the orison lost? Whence then that peace. 
So dove-like, settling o'er a soul that lov'd 
Earth, and its pleasures? Whence that angel smile 
With which the allurements of a world so dear 
Were counted, and resign'd? That eloquence. 
So fondly urging those whose hearts were full 
Of sublunary happiness, to seek 
A better portion? "Whence that voice of joy, 
Which from the marble lip, in life's last strife. 
Burst forth to hail her everlasting home? 
Cold reasoners! be convinc'd. And when ye stand 
Where that fair brow, and those unfrosted locks. 
Return to dust; where the young sleeper waits 
The resuirection morn — oh! lift the heart 
In praise to Him who gave the victory. 

LINES IN FAVOUR OF THE BIBLE. 

To cheer a* wretched world with holy light. 
From 'error's path the wanderer to invite. 
To banish' folly from the youthful mind. 
To bid the sufferer become resign'd; 
To plant each sweet affection in the hearty, 
And every '.graeiotts principle impart; 
The penitent offender to forgive, 
^ To bidthe guilty, hopeless sinner live; 
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To show* ia wherd our only rtiige lies. 

To elevate our hope above tbe^kies; 

To sooth our passage thro' this vale of wso, 

And grace and future glory:- to bestow: 

For this, my friend, was the ^est volume given- 

Our guide to peace, to purity, and heaven. 

Receive the gift descended from above; 

The pledge, yes, Laura, of a Father's love. 

Would you be wise ? Its kind instruction hear. 

And read and meditate with heart sincere. 

Would you be holyT From its precepts draw 

The livini; morals of a perfect law. 

Would you be lovely t From the: Saviour seek 

All that is generous, tender^ mild, and meek. 

Would you bi^ happy 1 To the promise fly^ 

And on its truth immutably rely. 

May he&ven, all gracious, ail your steps diseet,. 

From every specious snafe yoiur youth protacit; 

Thro' every scene of life be still your guid»» 

And o'er your thoughts incessantly presiile. ' 

Thus iprow in years, in wisdom's ways increase. 

And you shall find them pleasantness aa^pes^e* 

ON RELIGION. 
Come, blest Religion, come, and with thee bring, 
Peace in thy smile, and healing on thy wing. 
Thy smile serene, thy healing balm divine. 
Alone Gtt[i:8D0th a heart so pierc'd as miae> 

Thy heav'nly aid can every doubt control. 
And raise to hope, and peace, the sinking seul; 
Beguile adversity's dark, dreary road. 
And lead her weary steps to rest in God. 

Come then! oh, haste, thou ever holy giiest, 
This panting bosom gtav^s thy balmy lest: 
Subdue these sighs^ these agonies, these fears, 
Banish these sad regrets and fruitless tears. 
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Come with thy bright attendants from aboTe, 
Grace, all serene; and peace, with smiles of lore; 
Breath on my soul the wo-subduing balm, 
And thro' my heart diffuse a holy calm. 

Bid resignation ease oppressing care. 
And patience mild, her load unmurmuring bear ; 
Bid bright-ey'd virtue gild the darken'd road. 
And faith triumphant rest upon her God. 



NO REMEMBRANCE IN THE GRAVE* 

Soon shalt thou hide where the worm is coird; 
Soon shalt thou sleep where pain is foilM; 
Soon shalt thou dwell where sorrow's shower 
Disturbs no more life's shivering flower; 
Where the young turf o'er the weary breast. 
Springs light and verdant, there shalt thou rest 
When the lip is clos'd, when the eye is dim, 
Man asks not then, who mourns for him> 
When dust is over his visage spread. 
When the rush of blood from his heart has fled. 
When the throngs of the dead alone are near, 
Ah! what thinks man of affection's teart 



ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 
Stern foe to man! grim conqueror! 
Thy rage exhaust! triumphant Death! 
O'erwhelming pomp, and pride, and power> 
The silent ton^b beneath. 

Yet why, before thy dreadful shrine. 
Should lovely meekness, youth and bloom^ 
Fall victims; and their charms consign 
To more than midnight gloom? 

Did envious fury wing the darti 
Oouldst thou not brook so fair a sights 
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Did peace, and gentleness of heart, 
Move thy relentless spite 1 

Ah! was she not too young to find 
The grave bedewM with many a tear4 
Too much belov'd to be resigned — 
Too Inright to disappear? 

Too blooming for thy ghastly form? 
Too meek for. thy rapacious power t 
Too precious for the greedy worm 
So shortly to devour 1 

Thus nature murmurs, and rebels; 
Thus does ungovern'd passion rave; 
But faith our rising sorrow quells. 
And points beyond the grave. 

There our Redeemer shows his face. 
Who rules the world, and hides his ways; 
But them who seek, and trust his grace. 
With sovereign goodness sways. 

There glorious mansions he prepares. 
To his meek followers to be given; 
Why should I drown in earthly cares^ 
A soul aspiring for heaven. 

Let faith behold her gone before. 
While sorrowing we remain below; 
She must return to us no more. 
But we to her shall go. 

Tho' worms upon her beauties feed. 
Soon she shall rise in heavenly bloom. 
And bright immortal joys succeed 
The darkness of the tomb. 
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FBICNDSmF. 
Frienddiip! thon'it not *'Katmptf 
A charm that lulls to sleep ; 
A shade thai follows wealth and tefte. 
And learas t^ wretdi to wee^ 



9» 



Thott art reproach's, celestial maid 1 
For errors not thine own; 
The thoughtless oft thy name upbraid 
For crifeies bjr treach'ly done. 

Falsehood assumes thy comely garb^ 
To cloak its hated form; 
And thus attir'd, inflicts a barb. 
And leaves its victims lorn. 

But thou ne'er left thy native skies. 
To haste the march of time; 
Thou dost not move in dark disguise. 
Nor with ^ilse lustre shine. 

ThoQ doet not loll to j&tal ease. 
Him o'er whom danger lowers; 
Thine is the task to rouse his fears. 
And aim his waking powers. 

Thou art not bought with glitt'ring gold^ 
Nor wed to laurell'd fame; 
Lost wealth, and glory, but unfold 
The firmness of thy reign. 

Thou dost not leave the weeping wretch,. 
To heave an unheard sigh; 
Thine open ear his sorrows catch. 
Thine arm of help is nigh. 



"ALL IS VANITY." 
There is no lasting pleasure, 
Beneath the bright blue sky; 



i 
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The sour* uttdiuDgkig iieami^^ 
Can only glow on Higli. 

Give sons of earth dominion^ 
Wealth, luzury» and &iaet 
The sweep of time^i broad pinioHo 
Will leave them scarce a name. 

The faurest scenes in nature, 
Will fade, and pass away; 
And on each lovely feature,. 
" All 's vanity,*' display. 

The Ajy the earth, and ocean. 
With all their gamishM stores. 
Shall shake with dire comrnotion. 
When Me% last signal roars. 

And even they, like vapour. 
Shall melt and Mie away^ 
As dies the glimmering taper. 
Shall suns and worlds decay. 

Then why should vain immortal 
Sa fondly cling to dust. 
While heav'n expands her portals,. 
And angels wait their trust? 

Ob matchless King of Glory^ 
Subdue our souls to Thee, 
That we may hence adore Thee^ 
fVom sense and thraldom free. 



AT MIDNIGHT. 
I love this lone retreat, 'Ma silent hour, 
Where shielded from the gaze of day. 
And freed from earth's enc^unb^ring weigjiiof eare; 
My thovghts awhile may steal awmy 



92 

To distant friends, and led by sacred power^ 
My soul may lyeathe for fbtm its deepest prayer. 

Oh! it is sweet to think of those who led 

Our wearying steps in early years. 

Who screen'd us from the stormis of misery. 

And caln^M the bosom in its foars. 

Tes, parent, tho' my footsteps far have strayM, 

Tis sweet to give my memory back to thee. 

I am a stranger, passing on a wild. 

Far from my home of early days; 

And I have seen the world array'd in smiles, 

Haye met it in its heartless gaze. 

And wept to think myself a wand'ring child, 

£xpos'd to fortune's often changing wiles. 

There was a time my bosom ne'er had bled. 

With wounds that heartless stranger's gave; 

Ne'er felt how cold and faithless friends might prove, 

Or that they vanish in the grave. 

That time, was when my youthful steps were led 

And guarded by a parent's tenderest love. 

At thought of thee, my parents, I do weep. 

Weep when I think I cannot hear 

Thy voice of kindness sooth my swelling grief, 

That when the bursting storm is near^, 

And adverse billows o'er my fortune's sweep. 

Thou may'st not bring an arm to my relief. 

My parent, sure thou wilt remember still 

Thy child that oft has made thee sigh; 

And still at morning's earliest breaking beam» 

Or evening's solemn set, thine eye 

Will rise to heaven — ^thy bosom's holy thrill 

Will speaks unheard, in fervent prayer for me. 
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WAENING. 
Breathe thoughts of pity o*er a br6ther^» fall; 
But dwell not with stera anger on his fisilt: 
The grace of God alone holds thee — ^holds all. [halt. 
Were that withdrawn^ thou too, woulds't swerve and 

Send back the wanderer to the Saviour's fold : 
That were an action worthy of a saint; 
But not in malice let the crime be told. 
Nor publish to the world the evil taint. 

Rebuke the sin; but yet in love rebuke; 
Feel as one member, in another's pain; 
Win back the souls the £aiir path forsook. 
And of worth, and eternal is thy gain. 



SKETCH FROM NATURE. 

She knelt beside me; and mine eyes once glanc'd 
Upon her form. 'Twas but a glance; but ne'er 
From my remembrance will it pass away. 
Her arms were folded on her breast; her head 
Bow'd down most meekly, as became the place; 
And her dark eyebrow, and still darker hair. 
Shaded a countenance wherein was less 
Ot beauty, than expression: it was pale, 
As is the lily in the Spring; it bore 
Some touches of the frame, and mind's disease. 
Some marks of hidden wo. Her half clos'd eye 
Was bent to earth, and shaded by a lash, 
Silken and shining as the raven's wing. 
Her lips were motionless, and it seem'd 
As though her supplication sped at word 
Forth from her pious bosom to her God. 
There was a wither'd flow'ret on her breast; 
Perchance an emblem of the hopes which there- 
Had bl<^86om'd> and had iiaided. 



94 



■I've view'd 



Woman in bua^ a icene. I haive beheld 

Her gay and gloriocH in Ae fientive ball^ 

filler of conqoett; and> I tea have maik'd 

The winning languish, and sedtietitre sailer 

Both dear and dangerous to the youthful heart; 

And I have stray'd with beauty by my tk^-. 

Thro' the still glade, at evening^s passing lumr. 

By the pale radknee of the moon, whose beaoW' 

Hath silver 'd o'er her smiles; and she hatb locdtM 

As she had thrown her soul into her eyes. 

Nay, I have viewd her by the fever'd bed 

Of sickness, pillow the pale cheek, and bathe 

The fainting brows, while like a form of light 

She whisper'd peace, where else there had )>een none. 

But never by the side of woman yet, 

Such thrillings, and unearthly feelings, stole 

On my o'ercharg'd heart, as when I saw 

Thai pious n^aid conimttning' with her God. 



SOLITUDE. 

Come, Solitude» the pensive mind to cheer. 
That seeks from changes and from cares to fle»; 
Come, sooth its sorrows, dry the bursting^ teWy 
And let it find serene repose, in thee. 

Teach it false hopes with meekness to resign,^ 
And it Ho more o'er perish'd joys to sigh; 
But with the glance of faith and love divine, 
Trace the broad ocean of eternity. 



SELECTED. 

'< On eagle'W wing^i immortal scaadals iy„ 
Whilst virtuous actieaa aie but bona to die."' 
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ON 4 SI.AIVE SHIP. 

First of that rac6 vgfkith cuist the vnxe. 
And from his rifled cabin bore> 
Inheritor of \^o, the slave. 
To bless his palm tree's shade no more* 

Dire engine! o'er the troiiliied maifi^ 
Borne on in unresisted state, 
KnoW^flt^oa within fby dark domain. 
The iHurrors of thy prisonM freigfatt 

The fettered chie^in'a bfim^ tiB^> 
The parted lover's mute despair, 
The childless mother's pang severe. 
The orphan's agony,. a^e there. 

Hear'st diou their moans whom hoj>e has fled, 
Wild cries, and agonizing startsi 
Know'st thou thy humid sails are spread 
With ceaseless sighs from breaking hearts t 

Ah ! could 'St thou ^oomrthe scroll of fiitej 
The miseries read of foture years j 
Stripes, tortures, unrelentiQg hate. 
And death gasps ckawn'd in ceaseless tears; 

Down, down beaeathrthe cleaving maitt. 
Thou fain wodld'st piunge where monster's lie. 
Rather than ope the gates of pain, 
'For time and for eternity. 

Oh A&ic! what has been thy crimel 
That thus like Eden'ii fratricide, 
A mark is set upon thy clime. 
And every brother shuns^thy side« 

Yet are thy wrongs, thou long distrest. 
Thy burden by the world unweighM, 
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Safe in that unforgetful breast, 
Where all the sins of earth are laid. 

The sun upon thy forehead frown'd; 
But man more cruel far than he. 
Dark fetters on thy spirit bound: 
Look to the mansion of the free! 

Look to that realm where chains unbind. 
Where powerless falls the threatening rod. 
And where the patient sufferers find 
A friend, a father, in their God. 



WEALTH. 

Canst thou the riches of the mind forego 1 

Tha ethereal flight that mark'd thee from the throng, 

The prompting impulse, and the gift of heaven. 

To toil for sordid dross? Know'st thou who sold 

His birthright for the surfeit of an hour. 

And found too late his penitence and tears? 

• 

Barter'st thou life for gold? In burning climes. 
Far firom thy home, and every kindred heart, 
Consum'd by care, yet pl^as'd to add each night 
A shekel to thy hoard? The insatiate grave, 
The grasping avarice of strangers' hands, 
And the cold ridicule of ghastly death. 
Decry thy choice. 



Giv'st thou thy love for gold? 
Its cankering rust shall eat thy flesh like fire. 
And on thy couch, sleepless, or curst with dreams. 
Distorted, shalt thou wail thy wretchedness; 
Light-hearted peace, and thrilling, fair-eyM hope, 
Undoubting confidence, and Eden's joy, 
Forever forfeit. 
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-Giv'st thou virtue's we^iti^^ 



tntegrity's pure tretsure, and the key 

Of honour's casket, ifor the mine's low gaini 

Go! hide thee in deep trades, where day's hioadeye 

May ne'er upbraid thee, and devote thy life 

To pluck from conscience her deep festering atli^.- 

Sell'st thou thy soul for wealth? and will it spread 
A table for thee, whete the eternal gulf 
Divides the raindrop from the parched tongue t 
Will it thy revel aid, or trick thy robe 
With gemd> or bid the sprightly viol sound. 
Where the worm dies not, and the scorching flame 
Is never quench'd? 



ABSENT FRIENDS. 
When pleasure lags at music's strain. 
And mirth assails the heart in vain. 
To pensive thoughts the bosom bends. 
And finds a theme^in absent friends. 

Remembrance then unfolds its store. 
Affection's tales oft told before, 
And fancy's magic vision bends. 
To catcli a view of absent frtends. 

Pale apprehension starts with fear. 
Some sad vicissitude to hear. 
And hopes with courseless terror bends, 
The fate unknown of absent firiends. 

The parent fond, the duteous child. 
The feeling heart, by love beguiPd, 
Each to kind heaven a boon commends. 
That heaven be kind to absent friends. 

Constrain'd through climes to roam. 
Far from the sympathies of home; 

9 
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My soul its fervent wishei sends, 
And circles round its absent friends. 

Bat joy sluJl ^read a brighter train» 
And mirth indulge its freest strain, 
Hail th' happy day, when absence ends. 
And gives me back my much-lovM friends* 



A MOTHER'S PRAYER. 

'* Father of all ! whose love has given 
The boon that lifts my thoughts to heaven i 
Teach me to guard with watchful care. 
The treasure thou hast sent me here; 
And while my pure feelings flow 
With warm affection's fullest glow. 
Oh! let thy strength pervade my heart. 
And teach me all a mother's part. 
This cherish'd babe which fills my arms. 
And cheers me with its opening charms^ 
Is thine in life, is thine in death; 
Its earli^t, and its latest breathy 
, Came, and must go, at thy decree — 
Its life is only lent to me ! 
Then teach me with thy heavenly skill 
To wait obediently thy will ! 
And while I train its thoughts to rise 
From earth towards its native skies. 
Oh, may my trembling heart prepare 
To yield it to thy heavenly care. 
When thy sad messenger shall come 
To bear it to its -safest home. 
But if thy mercy spares it now. 
To childhood's bloom, to manhood's glow. 
Still let thy law of love abide; 
For none but those who own thy sway. 
Can safely tread thy narrow way." 
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WOMAN'S LOVE. 
Oh! woman's love 's a holy light: 
And when 'tis kindled ne'er can die; 
It, lives, though treachery and slight, 
To quench the constant flame may try. 
Like ivy, where it grows, 'tis seen 
To wear an everlasting green ; 
Like ivy too, 'tis found to cling 
Too often round a worthless thing. 
Oh! woman's love — at times it may 
Seem cold, or clouded, hut it bums 
With true, undeviating ray. 
Nor ever from its idol turns. 
Its sunshine is a smile; its frown 
The heavy cloud that weighs it down; 
A tear is its weapon; — beware 
Of woman's tears, there's danger there; 
Its sweetest place on which to rest, 
A constant and confiding breast; 
Its joy, to meet; — its death, to part; 
Its sepulchre, a broken heart! 



HAND OF. PROVIDENCE. 
There is an eye that all surveys, 
A hand that all directs; 
There is a power for all purveys, 
A power that all protects. 

There is hope can ne'er deceive, 
A trust can ne'er betray; 
There is a grace, when mortals grieve. 
Can wipe the tear away. 

There is a guide, there is a guard. 
Who watches while we sleep; 
Whose trust is sure, in watch or ward, 
The desert or the deep. 
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teeter than moTDinf^'s incense rise. 
To him whom aercies move. 
The huMble unaffected sighs 
Of gratiliide and love. 



TO 



Sweet blossom! opening to the beams of day. 
Dear object of affection's tender care! 
For whom she gently smooths the painful wmj. 
Inspires the anxious wish^ the ardent pray'r. 

How pleasing in thy yottthfal mind to trace 
The dawn of reason's ft>rce> of fancy's fire. 
The soft impressions of each fhture grate, 
And all a parent*^ warmest hopes desire! 

How sweet that smile, unknown to ev'ry art» 
InspirM by innpeence, and peace, and joy! 
How pure the transporttof thy guiltless heart> 
Who yet no fears alarm, no cares annoy! 

No airy phantoms of uncertain wo 
The blessings of the present hour allay; 
No empty hopes a fancy'd good bestow, 
The^ leaye the soul to real grief a prey. 

Gay pleasures sparkle in thy gentle eye. 
Some new delight in every scene appears; 
Yet soft affection heaves a secret sigh. 
And sends an ans;ious look to distant years. 

May innocence still guard thy artless youth. 
Ere vice and folly's snares thy breast alarm, 
While sweetness, modesty, and spotless truth. 
Beam from thy ^ul, and brighten every charm! 

May heav'];i to thee its choicest gifts impart. 
Beyond what wealtl^ bestows, orprlSe pixsues; 
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With ev^ry ▼irtoe aniiiiftte thy heart. 
And raise thy efforts to the noblest views.^ 

In transport wra^ may each fond parent see» 
Thro' rising years those virtues still improve^ 
While ev'ry tender care now felt for thee. 
Thy heart repays with never-ceasing love. 

When pleasure smiles, and strews thy path with flow'rs, 
And youthful fiincy doubles every joy. 
May brighter hopes attend thy gayest hours. 
And point to bliss which time can ne'er destroy. 

And when the pangs of wo thy breast must tear, 
When pleasure lades and &ncy charms no more; 
Still may those hopes the gloomy prospect cheer, 
Uimiov'd by grief, uiidiang^d by fortune's pow'r. 

May love, esteem, and friendship, crown thy days 
With joys to guilt unknown, Irom doubt secure; 
While heavenly truth inspires the voice of praise, 
And bids that beyond the world endure! 

Thro' life to virtue's sacred dictates true. 
Be such thy joys as angels must approve, 
Such as may lead to raptures ever new. 
To endless peace and purest bliss above. 

IN SICKNESS. 
Ac night, when weary nature sinks oppressed 
Beneath the load of sickness and of pain. 
When sweetest music cannot lull to rest. 
And present pleasure spreads her charms in vain, 
Bright fancy comes and bursts the mental chain, 
And bears the soul on airy wings away; 
Well pleas'd it wander's o'er her golden reign, 
Enjoys the trasports of some distant day. 
And pains suspended force a moment owns her swav. 

10* 
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The sprightl]^ voice of guiltless pleasure'a train. 
The pleMiag smile which peace and virtue wear^ 
Whose gentle force might charm the sense of pain, 
Suspend distress andsmooth the brow of care. 

DAWN OF DAYh 
Dawn of day! thy twilight dress 
A mantle seems of holiness, 
Dropt by him, who fashion'd earth 
Ere the morning stars had birth; 
Ere the womb- of shapeless night 
Heav'd creation into light. 

-Dawn of day I how pure to me 
Is all thy fresh-bom fragrancy, 
Of odours that from night fall rise- 
A yet untainted sacri^ce ; 
From God's footstool to his throne. 
Oh that I could waft my ownf 

Dawn of day! how wrapt thy hush 

Of stillness, ere from brake or bush. 

Beasts do rusHe, birds take wing, 

Or noise of any earthly thing, 

Break in upon that holy calm, 

Which seems to breathe a heavenly charm 

■ 

Sweet, oh sweetest dawn of day! 
Like all that's sweet, how brief thy stay; 
For now the sun in beamy spread 
Tips eastern clouds with garish red. 
And gathering sounds the ear steal on— r 
Dawn of day! thy. charm is gone. 



PAST SCENES. 
I saw the fair one pass away, 
Tn her earliest beauty's bright array, 
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la the glow of hope^.and the flush of pride, 
And the. innocent joy of a virgin hxide, 
When her heart yet pure as the first fallen snow. 
Gave loose to its feelings' fullest flow; 
And her cheek, as rich as the crimson flower 
That opens in India's sunny bower, . 
Was hung with curls that danc'd and flew. 
As the wind of the morning lightly blew. 
And swell'd the sail of the bark that bore 
The bride from that lov'd and lovely shore. 
Oh! thus in her maiden beauty gay, 
I saw the fair one pass away. 

'• ^Again-* 

I saw that faded fair return. 
With heart as chill as a marble urn. 
And cheek of as pale and wan a hue. 
As a blossom wet by the poison dew 
That falb from the leaves of the funeral yew; 
Her eye had lost its glancing fire, 
Her cheek the glow of young desire. 
And she gazM on the home of her tender years,. 
With a look too cold for smiles or tears; 
But a look that told how her peace had flown, 
And how she was left in her grief alone. 
, Thus pale and still to the shore she grew, ' 
As the wind of the morning lightly blew : 
Oh! how unlike to the joyous day. 
When she pass'd in her beauty's pride away. 

INGENUITY OF T»E BIRDS; 

*« — It wins my admiration 

To view the structure of that little work — 
A bird's nest. Mark it well, within, without; 
No tool had he that wrought; no knife to cut; 
No nail to fix, no bodkin to insert; 
No glue to join; his little beak was all;-- 
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And jet how neatfy finiihM. What nice haii4« 
With eyery implaaent, tmd mum of tit. 
And tw»ut]r Jtuu aH>reBtico8hip to boant. 
Could make me sodi anodicr t Fondly, then . 
We boait of excellency, whote noblest skill 
Instructive genius ftols . ■ ** 



THE BRIDE. 
The lady sat in silence — ^her fair lid 
Shrouding her eyes' dark beauty, while soft hands 
Were wreathing her thick tresses, and amid ^ 

The glossy ringlets twining costly bands 
Of snowy pearl; but oft a deep drawn sigh 
Heay'd her rich robe that folded o'er her breast; 
And, when she raisM her head, within her eye 
Sparkl'd a tear, which would not be represt. 
She glanc'd towards the mirror, and a smile 
Cross'd her sweet lip — it was a woman's feeling 
Of mingled pride and pleasure, even while 
The blight of sorrow o'er her heart was stealing. 
Yet, as she gaz'd, she thought of by-past hours. 
When she was wont within the orange bowers. 
To sit beneath the moonlight, and the arm 
Of one she lov'd was folded round her form; 
While to his throbbing breast she oft would cling. 
And playfully her loosen'd tresses fling 
(Light fetters) o'er his neck, then with bright cheek 
Smile when he stroye his tenderness to speak. 
Another change came o'er her face; she turn'd. 
And rais'd a crystal cup that near her stood; 
Upon her cheek a deeper crimson burn'd. 
And to her eye there rush'd a fearful flood 
Of wild emotion; eagerly she qua£Pd, 
With trembling lip, the strangely blended draught : 
And then, in low and faltering accents, cried, 
"Am I not now a gay and happy bride?" 
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She stood before the altar, her pale brow 
Uplifted to the holy cross; the sun 
Shed through the painted window a deep glow 
Upon her cheek; and he who had thus won 
Her hand, without her heart, was at her side. 
The holy priest^ too; — but as less allied 
To earth than heaven she stood, when caU'd to speak 
The deep response, her voice had grown so weak 
She scarce could utter it; her fragile form 
Shook with convuls'd emotion; but the arm 
Of her stern sire supported her; her head 
Fell helpless on his breast, and she was wed. 
The bridegroom pressed his lip to her pale face; 
She shrank from him as loathing his embrace; 
Then starting up, with fearful calmness said, 
"Father! I promis'd — have I not pbey'd? 
But there is yet another vow unpaid, — 
For I am the betroth'd of death; and lo! 
The bridegroom waits his promised bride e'-en now; 
Our nuptial torch shall be the glow-worms lights 
Our bridal bed the tomb. Ob! it is sweet 
To think that there no grief can throw its bliglit 
O'er young affection! Ay! e'en I can greet 
The marriage cup, when drugg'd with aconite!'^ 
She trembled, would have fallen; but again 
Her father's arm upheld her, while her breath 
Grew fainter; her breast heav'd as with pain; 
Lowly she spoke,-*" Let not my bridal wreath 
Lie on my bier. He deems me faithless — now 
Let him bend o er this cold and stony brow. 
And learn how well I lov'd !" A fleeting spot 
Of crim9on stain'd her cheek» — and^-ehe was net.. 
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'TIS HERB, 'TIS THERE, TIS GONE. 

The breath of one short spring had fann'd his pheek, 
Nurturing him like one of her own sweet 
And tender flowers, into the flush and joy 
Of a new being: The innocent boy- 
Was on his mother's fair arm lying: meet 
Cradle for so beautiful a guest! Oh! - '^ 

How her glad eyes beam'd with his! the while 
He looked up in her (ace with wistful smile, 
As if young thought were dawning, and would speak. 
I mark'd their mingling looks of love and pain; 
For oft the summer winds too rudely blow. 
And tear the rose from her young bed. 

Again, 

I saw him sporting m the healthful air, 

A laughing, reckless urchin; not so fair> 

But brighter and more glowing; wild with glee. 

And full of youthful prank and revelry. 

A lapse of years; we met again; and now 

At each glance the divinity within 

Came beaming forth! Clearly upon his brow 

Was stamped the seal of Intellect, and in 

His speaking eye I saw the soul defin'd, 

" The untam'd spirit of a manly mind." 

Alas! that ripeness but foreruns decay! 

And brightest sunshine draws the darkest cloud ! 

To-morrow blights the promise of to-day! 

His hour of darkness came! I saw him in his shroud. 



WHAT WILL SOOTH? 

Oh! tell me not that wine will sooth 
The heart depressed with wo! 

Oh, tell me -not that wine will smooth 
Grim penury's haggard brow; ' 

For though its waves may beam as bright 
A^ evening's brilliant tear« 
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It cannot gild misfortune's nighty 
Or calm the sinner's fear. 

Oh! tell me not that beauty's smile^ 

That dims the cloudless morn. 
Can black despair, or wo beguile. 

Or blunt affliction's thorn; 
For though awhile its train may play 

Where health and pleasure bloom. 
Disease will shroud its pleasing ray; 

It shines not in the tomb. 

Oh! tell me not that fame can giye 

The canker 'd conscience peace; 
Oh tell me not that fame will live 

When hope and life shall cease ! 
For though it points where honour bleeds. 

And bids the bosom burn. 
Yet, as the lightning swift, recedes, 

When time hath grasp'd his urn. 

But tell me that Religion's ray 

Can light the soul to heayen. 
Oh! tell me this can point the way, 

To him on quicksands driven. 
And I'll believe, for well I know. 

That this alfone can save, 
That this can chase the clouds of wo. 

And gild the peasant's grave. 



THE MEMORY OF JOYS THAT ARE PAST. 

Where are the flowers that once detain'd me, 

Like a loiterer on my early way? 
Where the fragrant wreaths that softly chain 'd me. 

When young life was like an infant play? 
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Were they but the fimcied dreams that hover. 
Round the couch where tender hearts repose 1 

Only picturM veils that brightly cover 
With their skyey tints a world of woes. 

They are gone; but memory loves to cherish 
All the sweetness of her deepest core : • 

Ah! the recollection cannot perish. 
Though the eye may never meet them more. 

There are hopes that like enchantment brighten) 

Gaily in the van of coming years ; 
They are never met; and yet they lighten. 

When we walk in sorrow and in tears. 

When the present onljr teUttyf anguinb. 
Then we know their worth, ^nd only then : 

Oh! the wasted heart will cease to latiguish^ 
When it thinks of joys that might have been. 

Age, and suffering, and want, may sever 
Every link, that bound to life, in twain: 

Hope, even Hope, may vanish, but forever 
Memory with her visions remain. 



LOSS OP FRIENDS. 
In griePs deep solitude return 
To thee, our God ! and thence prefei' 
The prayers of those, who, doom'd to mourn, 
Seek comfort from the comforter. 

Teach us to feel that all is right. 
Since all is guided from above; 
A father's hand could never smite, 
But with a father's gentle love. 

When friends depart, and hopeless wo 
The soul of sorrow seems to burst; 
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Father! to Thee; to Thee they go; 
To Thee, from^hom they came at first. 

And if on earth their lives were peace; 
Tho' earth's abode so darksome be^ 
How infinite their blessedness, 
Wafted to heaven, to joy, to Thee. 



A SKETCH. 

I saw a scene 
More beautifiil fat than e'er hath graced 
The painter's pencil, or the sculptor'd art. 
And more sublime than e'er hath met my eye 
In sage assembly. Oh! it was a scene 
Of purest love, and proud devotedness. 
Where at the shrine of youth and loveliness. 
The tendet mother bow^d down in devotion. 
It was sTscene as fair as fancy dreams, 
When at the noontide in the shady grove. 
By babbling brooks, amid the songs of birds. 
She lays her down to sleep. The mother's arm 
Cradled a sleeping babe, on whose fair cheek 
A smile was playing, like the light that breaks 
At dawn of day upon the rose-bud red. 
She press'd the little cherub to her breast. 
And felt the tender tie of natiure strong; 
Than instinct far more noble and divine. 
Beside her knee two little children stood, 
The same in stature, and the same, in age; 
Both fair, and blooming like two lovely buds 
That grow together. On their white bosoms . 
Many a ringlet roll'd in winding waves. 
And o'er their foreheads curl'd like grapes of goj^. 
They stood and drank instruction from her lips. 
While she with triumph pointed out the path 

7o human glory and exalted fsune: 

10 
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And as she smtl'd, deligiitful TuAomi roso 
Before her mind, and fimcjr drew die soene. 
Of these her youthful sons in council met. 
Or the brave heroes of successful war. 
She told them the sad story of her wo, 
And how their father fell in freedom's' cauae» 
Which made them orphans ere they knew the lo«. 
They wept to see the big tear stealing down 
Their mother's cheek, and when she saw their grief, 
She bade them bow their little knees to God^ 
In thanks that he had left them one dear friend. 
One that would sympathise in all their woes. 
And give relief. 

My heart was fiiUi 

And from the tender scene I turn'd my eyes 
To ruminate on woman's noblest nature. 
God's noblest work, I cried, and man's best friend: 
And the greatest moral teacher of mankind. 
Without her, happiness would be a name — 
Man's life, ci blank. 



STANZAS. 

Twine not those red roses for me; 
Darker and sadder my wreath must be; 
Mine is of flowers unkiss'd by the sun, 
Flowers which died as the spring begun; 
The blighted leaf and the canker 'd stem, 
Are what should form my diadem. 

Take that rose — it is nipt by the blast; 
That lily— ^e blight has over it past; 
That peach-bud — a worm has gnaw'd it away; 
Thoee violets — ^they were cull'd yesterday: 
Bind them with leaves from the dark 3^w tree. 
Then come and ofiRur the wreath to me. 
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Let ^very flower be a flower of spring, 
But on each be a sign of withering; 
Suited to me is the drooping wreatl;. 
With cloudless hues« and scentless breath; 
Seek ye not buds of brighter bloom! 
Why should their beauty waste on the tombi 

I am too young for death, you say ; 

Fall not, and fade not, the green leases in Mayf 

Does not the^ose in its life departt 

Needs there long life to break the faearti 

I have felt the breath of the deadly power, — 

My summons is come; and I know mine hour! 

There came a voice to my sleeping ear. 
With words of sorrow, and words of fear; 
Its sound was the roll of the mouiitain wave; 
Its breath was damp as an opening grave; 
My heart grew colder at every word. 
For I knew it was the voice of death I heard ! 

It summon'd me, and I wept to die,-«- 

Oh! fair is life to the youthful eye! 

Time may come with his shadowy wing, 

But who can think on autumn in spring 1 

With so much of hope, and of light, and of bloom^ 

Marvel ye that I shrink from my doom? 

My tears are past, — the grave will be 
Like a home and a haven, welcome to me! 
I have markM the fairest of hopes decay^ 
Have seen love pass like a cloud away. 
Seen bloom, and sweet feelings, waste to a sigh. 
Till my heart has sicken'd, and wished to die. 

Falling to earth like a shower of lights 
Yon ash tree islosihg its blossoms of white; 
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I^ iti gresn berries are coloured' with red^ 
I shall be numbered with the dead: 
The buds thai are falling in dust will lie 
A prey far the worms, and soon so shall I. 

Be my tomb in the green grass made. 

There let no white tombstone be laid; 

All my monument shall be 

A lonely and bending cypress tree,. 

Drooping — just such as> should become th' plaee^ 

One who> livM — and one who4ong hatk ceaa'd. 

THE STRANGER BRIDE. 

Why walk I by the lonely strand> 

He comes not now with the tide> 
His home is in a distant land. 

The stranger is his bride: 
The stranger on whose lofly brow 

The circling diamonds shine. 
Is now his love, whose earliest vow 

And pledge of hope were mine. 

They tell me that my cheek is pal^, 

That youth's gay smile is gone. 
That braving thus the ocean's gale^ 

Has chill'd my heart to stone: 
And friendship asks, what secret care 

There is to work me wo; 
But vainly seeks a grief to share. 

Which none shall ever know. 

Ye waves that heard the false one swear.. 

But saw him not return, 
Ye'll not betray me if a tear. 

Should start in spite of scorn: ^ 

Yet no; a wounded spirit's pride, 

Tho' passion's pangs are deep, , *" * 
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^hM dasli the trait'rous drop aside 
From eyes that must not weep. 

In vain, alas! thave no power 

To quit this lonely round, 
From whence at the wild parting hour, 

1 saw him leave the land : 
Tho' he has ta'en a stranger bride, 

My love cannot depart — 
Its seat, — ^too strong for woman'ri pride ! 

Will be a broken heart. 



FORCE OF VIRTUE. 

''A tear bedimm'd Monimia's eye, 
And her soft bosom heav'd a sigh, 

A sigh that told her deep distress. 
When young Lothario, gay and bold, 
His wild, licentious wishes told 

Those wishes virtue would repress. 

Apostate now to love and truth. 

And canst thou ask me, recreant youth. 

To grant thee all thy wild desire 1 
Ah! soon, full soon, the witless maid. 
By love and boundless trust betray 'd. 

Shall see thy transient flame expire. 

Tell me no more of beauties bright, 
Thou'lt spurn them from thy loa.thing sight. 

When once thou jsee'st them stain'd with crime 
Soon will thy satiate passion sleep. 
And then must I forsaken weep. 

And joyless pass the lingering time. 

Ah! if to be thy virtuous bride. 
Is the blest lot to me deny'd; 
Then let us now forever part: 

10* 
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Then if the tones of feeling sleep. 
Nor tears bedew the cheek; 

No scene will melt — for angels weep. 
And adamant must break! 



WOMAN. 

^' And such is woman! A mystery at best ; 
Seeming most cold, when most her heart is burning; 
Hiding the melting passions of her breast 
Beneath a snowy cloud, and scarce returning 
One glance on him for whom her soul is yearning : 
Adoring, yet repelling; proud, but weak; 
Conquered, commanding still; enslaved^ yet spurning; 
Checking the words her heart would bid her speak — 
liOrt raging in her breast, but banishM from her cheek. 

He who would read her thoughts, must mark unseen 

Her eyes full undisguis'd expression; trace, 

(If trace he could, while distance stretch'd between^) 

The feelings, blushing, quivering on her face; 

He who would know her heart, must first embrace^ 

And feel it beat uncheck'd against his own; 

Cbill'd not by pride, or fear, or time, or place;. 

As in a dream, uilwitness'd and alone, — 

When every fearful thought unconsciously has flown^" 



LIFE A PASSING. 

** I stood by the towers of Ardenville, - 

And the bells rang out a joyous peal. 

Loudly and merrily rang they then, 

O'er field, and valley, and sylvan glen ; 

And each cheek look'd bright as the blush of morn. 

And each voice sounded gay as the forester's horn. 

And each heart was glad, for an heiress was born. 
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I stood by tllose time-worn towers agam^ 
And prancing forth came a gallant train. 
There was a priest in his robes of white, 
And there was a maiden, lovely and brfght. 
And a gallant knight rode by her side. 
And the shouts of joy sounded far and wide, 
For the heiress was Rudolph De Courcy's bride. 

And again by those portals proud did I stand. 

And again came forth a gallant band; 

And I saw that same priest; but sad was his face; 

And I ^w that same knight ; but he qhrouded his face ; 

And I saw not that maiden in beauty '6 btoom; 

But a shroud, and a bier, and a sable plume. 

For the heiress was borne to her forefather's tomb. 

And such is womau's life at best; 

A mother's a lover's, — ^the green earth's breast; 

A wreath that is form'd of flo w'rets three. 

Primrose, and myrtle, and rosemary ; 

A hopeful, a joyful, and a sorrowful stave,— 

A launch, a voyage, a whelming wave — 

The cradle, the bridal bed, and the grave." 

FUNERAL. 
Slow mov'd the hea^e, in decent trai^,. 

But few the followers were; 
For death had here a victim ta'ea 

From indigence obscure : 
Yet one there was, whose looks betray'd 

Stern agony of soul : 
Her ghastly features, downcast head — 
He^ eyes that could not one teai: shed — 

'Twa9 grief beyond controul. 

She was sole mourner: twas her 80&, 
Her only son had died ; 
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And friends, or kindred, the bftd none^ 

In all the earth beside. 
Mate was her grief: th' attendant few 

Scarce thought of her distress; 
Her tale of wo fall well they knew> 
Tet oflfer'd not, in pity trae. 

One word of tenderness. 

Slow mov'd the hearse; the sable pall.. 

Sad emblem of despair; 
And 'neath it was her earthly all. 

Her latest hope was there. 
She thoaght of bitter dajrs to come^ 

Of solitude and wo; 
No kindred left — no friends — no home— 
No mansion; but the silenttomb. 

Where shortly she would go. 

And whither had the spirit fled. 

Which vanishM from that clay t 
To world's unseen beyond the deadl 

In darkness, or in dayl 
A solemn pause. Now every eye 

Is fix'd upon the scene. 
The mourner's heart, she knows not why. 

Is tranquil and serene. 
She sees a stranger drawing near, 

And wonders why he came ; 
But now his hand has '' touch'd the bier;*' 
The spirit of her son is here— 

The de^ now lives again. 

THE SUNDAY SCHOOL. 
Group after group are gathering; such as prest. 

Once to their Saviour's arms, and gently laid 
Their cherub heads upon his shielding breast. 

Though sterner sotds the fondapproach forbade. 
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Group after group glide on with noiseless treads 
And round Jehovah's sacred altar meet, / 

Where holy words their ruby lips repeat. 
Oft with a chasten'd glance, in modulation sweet* 

Yet some there are, upon whose childish br^s 

Wan poverty hath done the work of care. 
Look upj ye sad ones! — 'tis your Father's house, 

Beneath whose consecrated dome you are; 
More gorgeous robes ye see, and trappings rare. 

And watch the gaudier forms that gaily move. 
And deem, perchance, mistaken as you are. 

The " cast of many colours,'' pr9ves His love. 
Whose sign is in the heart, and whose reward, above. 

And ye, blest labourers in this humble sphex^. 

To deeds of saint-like charity iuclin'd. 
Who from your cells of meditation dear. 

Come forth to gird the weak untutor'd mind. 
Yet ask no payment, save one smile refin'd 

Of grateful love, one tear of contrite pain: 
Meekly ye forfeit to your mission kind, 

The rest of earthly Sabbaths. Be your gain, 
A Sabbath without end, 'mid yon celestial plain. 



RESIGNATION, OR " THY WILL BE DONE.'* 

When sorrow casts its shade around, 
And pleasure seems our course to shun. 

When nought but grief and care is found, 
How sweet to say, " Thy will be done." 

When sickness lends its pallid hue. 
And every dream of bliss has fiown; 

When quickly from the fading view 
Recede the jovs that once were known. 

The soul resigA'd will still rejoice, 
Tho' life's last round is nearly run; 
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With humble faith and trembling voice. 
It whispers soft, ''Thy will be done.*' 

When catl'd to mourn the early doom 

Of one affection held most dear. 
While o'er the closing, silent tomb. 

The bleeding heart distills the tear; 
Tho love its tribute sad will pay, 

And earthly streams of solace shun, 
Still, still the humble soul will say. 

In lowly dust, " Thy will be done." 

Whatever, oh Lord! thou hast designed. 

To bring my soul to thee in trust, — 
If mercies, or afflictions kind, — 

For all thy dealings. Lord, are just,— • 
Take all, but grant, in goodness free. 

That loye, which ne'er thy stroke would shuni 
, Support this heart, and strengthen one 

To say in faith, " Thy will be done.'^ 



A WISH FOR RETIREMENT. 

Ob! had I the wings and speed of a dove, 

How faat would I take me away 

From men who can fashion the language of love, 

While their hands are preparing to slay ^ 

And tho' I might herd with the beasts of the ehase, 

And fare like the worm of the clod, 

I would hide me afar in some desolate place. 

Where none could pursue me but God. 

And there he Would come on his chariot the eloud. 

When the winds or the waters were high ; [loud 

And there he would speak when the thunders wen 

And the lightnings enveloped the sky. 

And there he would walk in his garment of light 

When the curtain of darkness withdrew ^ 
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And there he would look from his Rtars in the night, 

When the blossopos were drinking the dew; 

And there should my praises arise with the morn, 

And close with the closing of day. 

There, there should I flee, when my life was outworn: 

Like the mist of the mountain away; 

For there, tho' no sister might shroud my remains, 

No brother spread o'er me the sod. 

My body may mix with the winds and the rains, 

Yet my spirit shall rise to its God. 



RETROSPECTION. 

Th ere is a spell that binds my heart 

Within a melancholy mood; 
Nor time can tear its fold apart. 

Nor mirth beguile its solitude. 

It is the spell of faded hours. 

When young affection's buds were new, 
And hope illum'd the rosy flowers 

With a serene and smiling hue. 

It is the thought of other years. 
Years fresh in lov^e and tenderness, 

Before the eye was known to tears, 
Or the fond bosom felt distress. 

When o'er the early march of life, 
Hope's golden banner was unfurPd, 

And wav'd unshaken by the strife. 
The wintry tempests of the world; 

When not a &hade of sorrow swept 
Along life's fair unrufll'd sea. 

And all my soul enraptur'd slept 
In love's delightful witchery. 

II 
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It was — it was a dream of heaven! 

In all the rainbow's glory drest, 
And lovely as the gem hi even. 

That sparkles in the dark blue west. 

My blossoms wither on the stem! 

*Tis vain — 'tis idle to repine, 
Or pour the lonely requiem 

For that lost paradise of mine. 

But yet this heaviness of gri^f. 
Clings like ivy round my soul; 

Nor can my spirit find relief. 
To break its bonds of fierce controul. 

Oh! still on memory's mirror crowd 
The phantom forms of grief and pain; 

My heart is gather 'd in a shroud, 
And cannot glow with joy again. 



TO 



(Jan I forget; canst thou forget 
The hours of pleasure we have known? 

Or will thy heart with mine regret, 
To think how quickly they have flownt 

Wilt thou with me one sigh bestow,. 

Or will with mine thy bosom heave? 
Or wilt thou feel with me the glow. 

That joys like ours behind them leave! 

Thou wilt! why need I doubt thy heart? 

It e'er has been sincere to me; 
Oh, be it still, till life depart. 

The same as mine shall be to thee. 

,Alike our feelings e'er have been. 
Alike our thoughts, our wishes were. 




'■••tt r^ j T * 
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Alike our hearts^ our minds were seen ^ 
Alike our joy, alike our care. 

Unchanged by time, still shall they prove 
From every mean impression free ; 

Life may be quenehM, but faithful love 
Shall last in sweet eternity. 



SKETCH. 
It was a lonely cot- 



Half hid among the close embowering treesj 

The wild brier and the honeysuckle twin'd 

Around the lattice) and the jessamine faung 

Its bridal wreath, to deck the humble door. 

A bank of violets and daisieis form'd 

A seat close to the casement. Oh that bank ' 

Reclin'd a lovely girl : she seen^'d too fair^ 

Too pure^ for this world's dark and sinful sj^hei^. 

Her high, pale brow, closterM with raven cnrli^ 

Her dark bright eyes, and 'wit<th|ng mouth', Ifuifii^ 

A native of the sunny south, wkere light / \ 

And beauty dwell. In her white hpnd she h(M ' 

A wreath half finished, and fresh gathered flowwtj 

Were str6W'd around her feet; her face upturn'd^' 

And lips apart, seem'd as if some l&y'd ?»tce 

Had struck her ear, and glad expectancy . - 

Had bade her cease her toil. 

There was another picture, and again 

The lowly cottage; but the sweet vines now 

Were trailing on the ground. The maiden sat 

Upon the flowery bank; but oh! how chang'd — 

Her cheek that bore one spot of hectic bloom. 

Was leaning on her thin, pale hand; her eyes 

Cast towards heaven, as if she there would seek 

That peace which earth denied. Beside her lay 

A lock of auburn hair — a broken lute-^ 
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A sever d chain — but ah! the friend who gave 
These precious things was far more frail than they. 
She was a peasant girl, whose heart was given 
To one as far above her as the oak 
Towers o'er the low daisy. He would come 
In twilight's hour to that sweet, lonely spot, 
And whisper of strange feelings, troubled thought^ 
Yd she was happy, for she could impart 
All her young artless love, and on his breast 
Could lean her head, and tell him all the bliss 
That filPd her innocent bosom. But one night 
She sought the wonted place, and found him not— 
Weeks pass'd away; at length the truant came; 
But now he wore a richer dress, and gems 
Glitter'd upon his breast: he said he sought 
To bid a last farewell; he could not stoop 
To wed a lowly peasant girl. She felt 
That he had injur'd her; but, with a strong 
Convulsive effort she subdued her sorrow^ 
But ask'd a blessing on his future years. 
He left her — and when he was gone, she gave 
Herself to grief: She told to none her wo; 
But her fair cheek wax'd paler, and her eye 
Lost its bright gladness; and at length, she heard 
That he was wedded to a noble bride : 
She seemM to heed it not; but it destroy'd 
The faint, unconscious hope that had sustained 

Her wasting Hfe And now a lonely grave; 

And those sweet pictures are all that remain 
Memorials of fair Bianca's fate. 



THE SONG OF WINTER. 
I come from the caves of the frozen north; 
But over the earth, ere I issue forth. 
In the pride of my strength, and the power of my migh 
J Oftst a robe of silvery whiteA 
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Lest the tender plants in her breast that lie, 
Congeal'd by my frown, should wither ^and die. 

My breath has a spell which the waters, know; 
When they feel its chill they cease their flow; 
And the river that rush'd as a war steed fleet. 
Is atnarble bridge beneath your feet; 
And the rill, that leap'd like a child at play. 
Is cold and still as a form of clay. 

I have touch 'd the trees with my icy hand. 
And the leaves are gone, like courtiers bland. 
When the storm has burst on their patron's head. 
And the fortune that flatter 'd their hopes has fled; 
And the forest is wither'd, and sad to see. 
Like the heart that is sear'd by adversity. 

Ye may search the vale, and the mountain high, 

There is not a flower to glad your eye; 

Ye may enter the bower where the ivy twin'd. 

It is rent away by the stormy wind; 

And snows are pil'd where the rose tree sprung. 

And the cold blasts sigh where the wild birds sung. 

And my voice resounds thro' the hollow sky. 
And ye shrink with fear as a foe were nigh; 
And ye gather your robes with shivering care, 
And ye breathe for spring the ardent prayer; 
But I tell ye men of this changeful earth. 
Your purest joys in my reign have birth. 

There are smiles more dear than spring's soft ray. 
And eyes more bright than the summer day. 
And hearts more kind than autumn's hand. 
While pouring his plenty over your land; 
These smiles can greet, and these hearts can glow. 
While the sky is storms, and the earth is snow. 

11* 
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When the eveniftg hours accompany me^ 

I have moments for thought and social glee;: 

For the mazy dance, where light steps tread 

Like fidry feet o'er the cowslip's head ; 

For the song that floats like the breath of heaven. 

When mingling its sweets with, the dews of even. 

\ 
The pestilence flies from myroshi^g wing. 

And health to your languid world I bring; 

I crimson your cheeks with a brighter glow; 

I quicken your blood with a wanner flow; 

And I nerve your souls for the proud emprise. 

As stars grow brightest in gelid skies. 

Oh! then with the harp of festivity, 
Ye children of freedom^ welcome me! 
And whether ye bask in the summer ray. 
Or brave the blasts of my sullen day. 
To Him^ whose varied gifts are good, 
Still tender the tribute of gratitude. 



THE CHARITABLE MAN. 

Happy the man, whose feeling heart 
Does to the needy, joys impart; — 
Who bids^tbe streams of pity flow 
For those depressed with grief and wo.. 

The orphan, doomM afar to roam. 
And leave his own dear native home, 
Shall often tell the good man's namer 
And to the world his deeds proclaim. 

The widow, long depress'd with grief,. 
Who by his bounty found relief. 

So heaven her fervent prayers. impart> 
or him who sooth'd her aching heart. 
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For him the morning song shall rise 
In adoration to the skies; 
And evening hymns shall soft ascend 
To bless the feeling, gen'rous friend. 

As circling years their courses roll. 
Religion pure shall cheer his soul ; 
And when by age and sickness prest. 
The grave shall be his peaceful rest. 

Long, long shall be rever'd his name; 
And indigence shall speak his fame; — 
And pity too, and sorrow pale. 
Shall oft repeat the pleasing tale. 



SUMMER. 

Awake! my muse; no longer slumber; 
Thy strings too long have been unstrung; 
For now, when I would tune to summer. 
The words Pd use die on my tongue. 

Yet, when I hear the woodlands ringing 
With notes " by distance made more sweety 
Ami see all nature newly springing, 
I'll tune my harp, tho' faint and weak. 

The flo^wers, emerging from the ground^ 
With sweetness fill the ambient air; 
And whilst I stand and gaze around 
My bosom swells with anxious prayer. 

The forests now are cloth'd anew, 
Which " speak the existence of a God;'^ 
But soon, ah soon, the winds will strew 
Their leaves upon the grassy sod. 

In summer, when the sun is gone 
Beneath the '' western hills away,'' 
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When RtrayiDg in the grove alone. 
How sweet to meditate and pray! 

Ah! jet, it minds me of that night 
When I shall close my weary eyes; 
When I shall take my upward flight. 
And land in peace beyond the skies. 



EVENING. 
This is the hour when mem'ry wakes 
Sweet dreams that could not last; 
This is the hour when fancy takes 
A survey of the past. 

She brings before the pensive mind. 
Fond thoughts of earlier years; 
And friends that have been long consigned 
To silei^ce and to tears. 

The few we lik'd^ the one we lov'd. 
Come slowly stealing on; 
And many a form far hence remov'd. 
And many a pleasure gone. 

Friendships^ that now in death are hush'd^ 
Affection's broken chain. 
And hopes, that too quickly crush'd. 
In mem'ry live again. 

I watch the fading gleams of day, 
I muse on bright scenes flown, 
Tint afl^er tint, they fade way — 
Night comes — and all are gone I 



THE CONTRAST.— A SKETCH. 

There were two portraits; one was of a girl 
Just blushing into woman; it was not 
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A face of perfect beauty; but it had 
A most bewitching smile, — there was a glance 
Of such arch playfulness, and innocence, 
That as you lookM a pleasant feeling came 
Over the heart, as when you hear a sound 
Of cheerful music. Rich and glossy curls 
Were bound with roses, and her sparkling eyes 
Gleam M like Thalia's, when some quick device 
Of miith is in her laugh. Her light step seem'd 
Bounding upon the air with all the life, 
Tlie buoyant life of one untouched by sorrow. 
There was another, drawn in after years; 
The face was young still; but its happy look 
Was gone : the cheek had lost its colour, and 
The lip its smile. The light that once had playM 
Like sunshine in those eyes, was quench'd, and dim> 
For tears had wasted : her long dark hair 
Floated upon her forehead in loose waves 
Unbraided; and upon her pale^ thin hand 
Her head was bent, as if in pain — no trace 
Was left of that sweet gaiety, which once 
SeemM as grief could not darken it, as care 
Would pass, and leave behiml no memory. 
There was one whom she lov'd undpubtingly. 
As youth will ever love — ^he sought her smile, 
And said many fond things, altho' he knew * 
Another had his vows. Oh! there are some 
Can trifle in cold vanity with all 
The warm souFs precious throbs, to whom it is 
A triumph, that a fond, devoted heart 
Is breaking for them, — who can bear to call 
Young flowers into beautyj and then crush them! 
Affection's trampled on, and hopes destroyed 
Tears wrung from very bitterness, and sighs 
That waste the breath of life; — these all were her's,, 
Whose image is before me. ShQ had given 
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Life's hope to a most fi-agile bark to love! 

"Twas wreck 'd — wreckM by love's treachery; sheknei 

Vet spoke not of his falsehood ; but the charm 

That bound her to existence was dispell'd — 

Her days were number M^ — she is sleeping now. 



ON THE DEATH OF A CHILD. 
There is a flower to summer unknown. 
Whose leaf will fade as soon as blown; 
Yet, for the transient space it lives. 
So rich a breath its blossom gives, 
It seems embodying all the powers 
Of fragrance rare that other flowers 
Have breath'd throughout their longer prime^ 
In the brief moment of its time. 

So bloom'd our Arabella here; 
Scarce did the bud of life appear. 
When lo, in childhood's opening hour. 
Death prey'd upon that charming flower! 
Yet like the alloe's short-liv'd bloom. 
Her soul exhal'd such strong perfume. 
That centered in her life appears 
All that would bless and charm for years. 

In all she did, or spoke, or sung, 
A nameless spell about her hung. 
An air so sweet, it seem'd to tell 
She was not long on earth to dwell. 
Whether the joy, devoid of guile, 
Dimpled her mouth with pleasure's smile. 
As the light frolic she pursu'd. 
That suits with childhood's happy mood; 
Or when she tried her infant art. 
To wind about her parent's heart. 
Would prim her little lips and smile, 
Full pleas'd with her successful wile; 
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Of when upon her bended knee, 

From the blest lips of purity. 

With folded hands and pious air 

She breath'd to heaven her holy pray'r; 

Or when her gentle voice would raise 

In notes of,love her Saviour's praise. 

And soft this sacred lay would sing — 

"Sweet is the work, my God, my King," 

In all a lovely spirit shone. 

Too heavenly for the world to own! 

Alas! her tuneful, warbling breath 

Is hush'd — forever hush'd in death; 

And that still heart within the bier 

Can feel not e'en a parent's tear! 

But faith will raise the streaming eye 

To worlds where nought can ever die; 

Where the young cherub waves her wings. 

And her eternal anthem sings, 

And waits the hour, when those who mourn, 

Like her, shall be to glory borne. 



WHAT IS WISDOM ? 

I ask'd the sage, when wandering far. 
In search of wisdom's bright and shining star. 
What's Wisdom? He exclaim 'd, with tearful eyes, 
**The fear of God 's the wisdom of th^ wise." 

I ask'd the rainbow's changing tints of light, 
The glorious harbinger of mercy bright, — 
" 'Twas Wisdom rob'd me thus, the earth to span. 
And bade me lull the fearful heart of man." 

I ask'd the ocean— and its ceaseless tide 

In hollow murmurs to my voice repli'd — 

" Behold my swelling waves, their ebb and flow. 

The hand of Witdom marks how far they'll §o/' 
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Then I pursu'd the pure, the golden sun^ 
And found him nearly when his course was done; 
<* Oh stay me not/' he cried, ''check not my pace, 
Tis Wisdom's work to run the heav'nly race." 

I ask'd the stars to track me Wisdom's way, 

In the high heav'n of glory where they lay; 

*' Tis Wisdom's path," they cried, " that we have trod 

The path to Wisdom is— the will of God !' 
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I ask'd the moon, the moon that shone a^^ 
In her pale light within her crescent car, — 
*' Wisdom is knowledge of the hand divine. 
That bade me be, and plac'd me here to shine." 

The silver spheres caught' up the heav'nly song, 
Echo'd thro' endless space, it roll'd along; 
Angels rejoic'd, and fiU'd with holy fires, 
Tun'd unto Wisdom all their golden lyres. — 

*' Wisdom's the influence brightly glowing, 
From the Almighty's glory ever flowing ! 
Th' unspotted mirror of his power and might! 
The radiance of the everlasting light !^ 
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Then earth-born man attune thy sacred lyre. 
And join the chorus of the heav'nly choir. 
In praise to the Almighty God above, 
Whose will is Wisdom, and whose rod is love. 

A FRAGMENT. 
She stood upon a sea-beat rock ^ her head 
Flung back, and eyes cast t'ward the beaming moon. 
As if in its broad light, or in the stars 
That clustersd round it, she would read the fate 
Of the pale maiden who was at her side. 
A turban, white as the wave's crest, was bound 
About her brow, 'neath which her dark eyes shcae 
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With brilliancy, that, like the innocent flash 
Of clouds at summer eve, told there were storms 
Within that breast, which might call forth the glare 
Of the fierce lightning that companions with 
The thund^bolt; but they were sleeping now — 
A broad black zone compassed her slender form. 
And her white drapery floated back upon 
The fresh night breeze, one arm extended o'^r 
The ruffled waves, she stood with such an air 
Of proud, commanding beauty^ as might well 
Befit one born to queen it o'er the earth. 
At length she spoke, and those rich tones were like 
The mournful sighing of the restless sea : 
*' See yon small cloud — it had not power to shade 
That twinkling fitar, but now it rests upon 
The brilliant moon, and blots out all her beams : 
'Tis thus with thee—a vague and wandering thought 
All undefined, that scarce could cloud thy brow. 
Soon will o'ershadow all thy brighest days. 
And dim thine eye, and wither thy young heart.'' 
The maiden trembled, but with faltering voice , ^ 
She said, "the cloud has passM, and now the moon 
Shines out again ;^' a wildAud elfish laugh 
Burst from the sybil — " Yes, it shines again. 
And this brow too is calm and bright" — she rais'd / 
Her hand, abd throwing back her turban fold — 
" See here — is there a trace of sorrow now 
On this proud brow? it once was beautiful. 
Nay, it is beautiful; but what avail 
The noblest charms? they cannot form a spell 
To bind fast-fleeting happiness; these eyes 
Are bright, and once admiring crowds would gase 
Delighted but to catch a transient glance; 
Each word that then fell from th^se Ups became 
A theme of praise; yet look upon me now — 
What am I ? desolate ! Aye, clouds f ass o'er 
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The things of eaith, uid when they have gone hf 
Again, all diine in loveli n ew b at here. 
Here in the heart *tisfelt!— oh, deep, deep, deep 
Within the heart, lies the cold withering bli^ 
Of that dark cloud that threw its fearfol ahade 
O'ereach belt joy of life! Hence, henee^ auch thouglifi^ 
TemakemegroM and earthly, — ye recmll 
Feeling! I deemed forgotten; I am yet 
The queen of mighty spirits; though the world 
May scorn me, yet the beings that have foond 
Their dwelling in each element, are bowed 
Before my prond, proud soul. I must away; 
They now await my coming, and would smile 
In bitter scorn to see me humbled thus.*' 
A deepened glow was on her cheek, her eye 
FlashM fearfully; yet one half pitying look 
She cast upon the maiden — " Fare thee well.*' 
She threw her arms on high, a gleam of joy 
Pass'd o'er her lovely face, and she was gone. 



DYING. 
My hour is come. But no unthought of hour. 
Whose gloomy presence chills my soul with dread; 
It steals as gently o'er my weary heart 
As the fond parent's footsteps round the cradle. 
Where innocent beauty sleeps. Vve lookM for it 
Since the first opening of my youthful mind. 
Sometimes in the hours of gladness, would the thought, 
Calmly ^ angel's voices heard in dreams. 
Forbid the unmeaning laugh of careless joy. 
And melt each feeling into pensive sadness. 
Sometimes in midnight musings, when the soul 
Was weary of existence, it would come 
In many a flash of wild and strange delight. 
I found no pleasure in the youthfhl spring, 
^or the bright kindlings of the morning cloud; 
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My spirit lingered on the waning yesa. 

Of tbe last blushes of the sunset heaven, 

And the red leaf, that whisper'd it mu«t fall, 

I lovM to. gaze on beauty — but 'twas not 

"The airy form and features bright with smilb; 

But the pale cheek, where death had gently laid 

His first light touch, and left it lovely still. 

I've lain for hours beneath the aged tree 

That casts its shadow e'er the homes of death, 

When evening sunshine slept on every leaf, 

And all around was stilL I've mark'd the graves, 

Some nameless, as I wotild my own should be-^ 

Some graved with all the high parade of death-«> 

Some with low stones, and moss fast creeping o'er tliem. 

As cold oblivion gathers a'er the names 

Of those who rest below-**then I dismissed 

Life, and its changes, from my heart awhile. 

And thought of death till it became £uailiar. 

I thought the humblest, uniemember'd one. 

Was laid there with a ugb-*-«ome with wann tears. 

Some with the grief that time conld never heal. 

With love as enduring as the aching heart. 

Whose love became despair ■ and coiild it be. 

That souls once full of high and heavenly musing,^ 

Souls that could chain affection to their graves. 

Were mingling with the dust that clos'd them in^T 

No! the long grass springs yearly from their bed. 

The violet there renews its annual flower. 

And sure tbe image of the heavenly nature 

Is durably as'they! Oh you may close the coffin. 

Heap high the earth upon their breast, or bind 

The roeky arches of the ponderous tomb ; 

The soul will burst its bondages-yes, will smile 

At those memorials man felt bound to raise, 

While it springs upward to its native home. 

Oft in the loveliest watches of th^ night, 
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When silence rerted on the slumbering world, < 
When the letf stirred not; bat serene in heaven 
The moon and stars went on their glorious way. 
And the winds dared not breathe while earth lay stiM., 
And wondered at their beauty, I have thought. 
If when the weary cares of life are ended. 
My spirit might hare rest in fields of light. 
And dwell in mansions calm and bright as they. 
Why might it nott- 'tis clay that binds it down. 
But oft even now the spirit throws off its chain. 
And hurries upward through the vast of heaven. 
Beyond heaven's utmost bounds,—- even now it ranges 
Beyond the fiurthest star, whose fainting ray 
Seems txembling into darkness; and borrows thence 
Emotions deep, and strong-imaginings, 
With thoughts more beautiful than earth aflbrds. 
And finds a firiend in-each bright wanderer therev 
Then surely when the bonds of clay are loos'd. 
And the strong prison of the soul is broken^ 
It will rise high above its boldest flight. 
Above its cares, above its joys and sorrows. 
And rest not till it breathes the heavenly air, 
Atid foMs its plnlon&M the throne of GM^ 



THE PARENT'S GRAVE. 

If there's one spot on earth, that's dear and sacr^d,^ 

Where memory clings with fond, undying love. 

Where the heart dwells with pure and ballow'd thougfatp,^ 

Tis where a parent's slumbering ashes test. 

Hallo w'd by all that's dear in human life. 

By nature's fondest, strongest ties and sympathies? 

There b a joy, when the surrounding world 

Is wrapt in sleep 'midst the stern silence 

That pervades the ^loom of midnight's solemn 

And impresshre hour, to wander forth, and 
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Breathe out freely o'er a parent's tomb our woes. 

And vent the aching^ of a bounded heart. 

Tis there we find a secret sympathy, 

A mild, a holy, and a calm relief. 

The lonely orphan's wandering spirit, 

Tir'd of the folly of the world's vain show, 

Strays, thither strays, to hang and weep around 

The much-lov'd relics of departed worth. 

'Tis all on earth that's left to bless and sooth 

Its anguish'd feelings: 'tis the mild balm 

And solace of his woes : there he can turn 

With sacred pleasure, calm from the cold looks' 

Of a repulsive, neglectful world. 

And holding silent commune with the dead. 

Pour out with fervent freedom all his thoughts. 

His spirit's deepest,.keenest wrongs, and anguish; 

And then the thoughts of former, brighter days, 

3y memory's faithful monitor enkindled. 

Break through the hanging gloom that shrouds his soul, 

Light up his spirit with a fervent glow. 

Raising his mind to upper, purer spheres. 

And leave the world, its woes, and wretchedness, 

Its pains, and doubts, and gloomy fears, behind. 

This, this is joy exalted and refin'dr 

No earthly, sensual thoughts are mingled there; 

But, like the feelings of a dying saint, 

When heaven seems opening on his closing eyes, 

'Tis high, and holy, calmly pure and briglU. 

THE WORLD HATH NO KEAL CHARMS, 

Oh, tell me not of pleasure's sway. 
Nor point me to the cup of bliss,^ 
Earth's pleasures quickly pass away. 
And leave no trace of happiness; 
But point the heart away from earth, 
To pleasiures of celestial bkth. 
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(A, point me not to wine — its power 
A moment charms the phrenzied heart. 
The bliss of wine shall last an hour; 
An age of misery to impart \ 
But tell the soul of jojrs on high. 
Of circling jojrs that nerer die* 

Of beauty.tell me not— each beam 
That flashes from her dark blue eye. 
Shall but a moment brightly gleam. 
Then quickly fade away and die; 
But tell me of that beauteous throng. 
Who join in heaven's ethereal song. 

Oh, tell me not of sensual joys — 

We grasp them, and the dream is o'er — 

Oh point me not to earth's vain tojrs. 

Her dreams shall please my heart no more — 

To thee, thou Great Supreme, I cry, . 

Oh, raise my wandering thoughts on high. 



THE SWAN AND TH5 EAQL6. 

SWAN, 

My life is on the waters past,. 

From ruthless rage and ruin free> 
I glide upon the azure waste. 
In silence and security: 
While the clear wave, unmov'd by 8torm> 
Reflects my chaste and snowy form. 

EAGLE. 

My mansion ts the mountain hour; 

Too high for man — ^too steep for flock)^ 
Where lightnings flash, and thunders roar> 
From cloud to cloud, from rock to rock;: 
While, as the serial battles ring^ 
I ariumy beak, and poise n^y wlog. 
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SWAN. 

When moromg opes the coral sky,— 
I wake; — ^and quit my secret home : 
A thousand flowers delight mine eye. 
In leaf, in cup, in bud, in bloom. 
But when the purple Sun has set, 
My wing conceals my beak of jet. 



EAGLE. 

When the midnight tempests blow. 

With deadly shriek and ominous cry 
I ask the winds, I ask the snow. 
If Ruin be their ecstacy : 
And, shielded by the overhanging shade* 
I gaze upon the ruin made. 

SWAN. 

Apollo sings! — He calls mc oft 

To listen to his sacred song; — 
Flowing in numbers wild and soft, 
I witness as they glide along. 
How much they captivate the gale,. 
Which bears them up the woody vale. 

EAGLE. 

I soar amid the heavens above, 
' When Kings bewray, or Re? 1ms revolt*; 
And sitting on the Throne of Jove^ 
Present the angry thunderbolt ; 
And, as I sleep, my wings traverse 
The Sceptre of the Universe. 

SWAN. 

When the Moon has pierc'd the gloom. 
And midnight's shadowy mantle ren^ 
And its mild ra3rs the scene illume, 
I gaze the watery firmament; 
And muse upon the time, when I 
Shall wake beyond the starry sky. 
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EAOLE. 

E'en from my infiiit unfledg'd day, 

My eyes, undaxzled by the Sun, 
Have home his fierce meridian ny; 
Which none beside on earth has done ; 
I scorn this Earth, — by Mortah trod ! — 
My mansion is the Throne of God. 

SWAN. 

An innocent, sequestered life, • 

Yields calmly to the shaft of Death ! 
When it shall come, — all red and rife, — 
To give me back my tuneful breath; .. 
My voice shall try its utmost power. 
To celebrate the sacred hour. 



THE INFANT. 

Blessings attend thee, little one f 
Sweet pledge of mutual love! 

On this new coast a stranger thrown. 
Directed from above. 

A father's fondness welcomes thee; 

A mother's tender care 
Bears in her breast thy infancy. 

On love's soft pillow there. 

Oh may the hand that hither led. 

For ever be thy guide! 
No sorrows gather round thy head. 

Nor dangers press thy side! 

Live to reward thy parents' heart 

For every kindness given ! 
And when earth's transient scenes depart. 

Rejoice with them in heaven. 
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EVENING^. 

The setting sun darts his last ray 
Across the wide, the trackless sea> 
The beasts unto their coverts hie, 
And birds unto the thickets fly: 
The pale moon sheds her silver beanT ^;>.^ 
Upon the smooth, the undimpled stream; 

'Tis silence all, and not a gale 

Blows o'er the mount, or through the vale. 

'Tis silence all, 'tis evening tide;T— 
Still as the scene let man abide; 
Cease from the cares, th^ toils of life, 
Commercial din, and warlike strife : 
Now let him seek in soft repose. 
The calm that only virtue knows. 
And at the cheerful morning's breaks 
From slumb'ring innocence awake* 

Oh! might this tranquil ev'ning be 
An emblem of my dying;^ day ; 

Thus mis^^ ^ ffXktly eaalc to rooi^ 

With peace of mind and calmness blest: 
Then let my boist'rous passions cease. 
While some kind angel whispers peace; 
Thus I could leave this mortal zone 
Without a stjuggle or a groan. 

I ask not for the warrior's bed. 
For trophies glitt'ring o'er my head; 
The purple couch imbued with gore. 
The imprecations of the poor : 
Oh! then, let not the warlike drum 
Attend my body to the tomb. 
Nor in my solemn rites be fbund 
The martial trumpet's deafning BOund» 
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1 would not have the poet's layk 

My frailties and my faults to pnine^ 

Tb' encomiums of the smooth-ton'd tongue 

To say I never acted wrong: 

The sable pomp of death-bed show. 

And all the mockery of wo; 

The well-plum'd hearse, and pompous waii|| 

To swell and grace my fun'ral train. 

But let the poor, th' oppressed, th' elaye. 
Bear my lov'd relics to the grave; 
And by this deed to all make known. 
They mourn a friend, a patron gone : 
There let the social band appear. 
And weep a moment round my bier; 
Then wipe their eyes and joyful cry, 
** Our brother lives above the sky." 

Oh! thus serene, I could desire,. 

L ike that refulgent orb of fire. 

To sink upon my Saviour's breast, 

As it declines into the west; 

Then while the happy moments roa, - 

I calmly would breathe out my soulj 

Thus should this tranquil ev'ning bo 

An emblem of my dying day. 

Oh! like that radiant setting sun. 
When I've my course of duty run. 
May I shake off each earthly chain. 
And only die to live again : 
O'ershadow'd then by clouds of death, 
I joyful would resign my breath. 
And with my seraph wings unfurl'd, 
" Rise glorious in another world," 
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